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A  CATHOLIC  CANADIAN  ENDEAVOUR 


What  some  Bishops  of  the 
Canadian  Hierarchy  Think  of 
the  Catholic  and  National  Mis- 
sionary Endeavour  of  the 
"Sisters  of  Service" 

"The  Bishops  of  Canada  recom- 
mend the  zealous  and  devoted  ac- 
tivities of  the  Sisters  of  Service." 
—  Report  of  the  plenary  meeting  of 

the  Canadian  Hierarchy,  Quebec, 

Oct.,  1928. 

"I  regard  the  founding  of  the 
Society  known  as  the  'Sisters  of 
Service'  as  a  very  important  step 
towards  a  solution  of  the  problem 
of  immigration.  Its  purpose  com- 
bines the  safeguarding  of  the  faith 
with  social  and  civic  betterment 
from  a  Canadian  point  of  view.  It 
is  constructive  work  of  the  best 
kind.  Though  originating  in  Toronto,  it  is  not 
in  any  sense  for  Toronto.  It  appeals  to  the 
whole  Dominion.  One  needs  but  two  qualities, 
love  of  God  and  love  of  Canada,  to  become 
interested  in  the  success  of  the 'Sisters  of  Service'." 
►J*  N.  McNeil, 

Archbishop  of  Toronto. 

"While  Vicar  General  of  Edmonton  I  saw  at 
close  range  the  excellent  work  done  by  the  Sis- 
ters of  Service  in  their  multiple  missionary  activi- 
ties. 1  cannot  too  highly  commend  their  zeal  and 
energy  for  the  salvation  of  the  most  abandoned 
souls  of  Western  Canada.  The  correspondence 
course  in  religious  instruction,  which  they  carry 
on  with  such  success,  deserves  a  special  tribute, 
as  they  thus  minister  to  the  little  ones  of  Christ 
far  from  Church  and  Catholic  school." 

►J*  James  C.  McGuigan. 

Archbishop  of  Regiva. 

"The  work  of  the  'Sisters  of  Service'  will 
certainly  fill  a  great  need  out  here.  The  only 
limit  to  their  labours  would  be  the  number  of 
subjects  they  could  supply  ....  I  am  quite  con- 
fident that  this  work  is  inspired  by  God. 

"Such  an  order  is  very  necessary  in  my  Arch- 
diocese and  could  do  splendid  work  for  God  and 
Holy  Mother  Church." 

Henry  O'Leary, 

Archbishop  of  Edmonton. 

"I  hail  with  satisfaction  and  delight  the  founda- 
tion of  the  religious  institute — the  'Sisters  of 
Service'  .  .  .  May  God  call  many  generous  souls 
to  this  new  and  glorious  apostolate!" 

►J*  Alfred  A.  Sinnott, 

Archbishop  of  Winnipeg. 

"I  hope  that  when  it  becomes  possible  I  may 
have  in  this  diocese  three  or  four  colonies  of  the 
'Sisters  of  Service'  ...  If  I  can  do  anything  to 


help  this  zeal-inspired  undertaking 
it  will  be  a  privilege  to  do  it."  J 
*%*  J.  T.  McNally, 

Bishop  of  Calgary.  I 

"I    approve   the   idea   of   the  I 

'Sisters  of  Service'  and  wish  to  see  I 

them   at   their  work   as  soon   as  I 

possible."  5 
►J*  Nicetas  Bldka, 

Ukrainian  Greek  Catholic  Bishop  I 
of  Canada. 

Appreciations  of  the  "Sisters  of  1 
Service"  Work 

"The  endeavour  of  the  Sisters  of  ] 

Service  is  a  record  of  splendid 
achievement  and  useful  work  for  the 

Dominion,  and  I  know  from  the  lit-  tl 

tie  experience  I  have  personally  of  I 

the  work  of  your  Order  how  much  self-sacrifice  I 

and  devotion  to  humanity  goes  with  it."  j 

— Sir  Henry  Thornton,  Chairman  and  President  of  fl 

the  Canadian  National  Railways.  3 

"I  wish  to  place  on  record  the  extremely  valuable  j' 

assistance  I  have  received  from  the  C.W.L.,  and  .  |t 

especially  from  the  Sisters  of  Service  whose  admir-  1 

able  training  renders  them  particularly  useful  for  ! 

work  among  new-comers." — Abbe  Casgrain,  General  I 

Chaplain  for  Immigration  in  Canada,  in  an  inter-  j 

view  given  to  the  Editor  of  the  North  West  Review  of  | 

Winnipeg,  December  31 ,  1927.  j 

"The  -Sisters  of  Service  is  an  heroic  and — we 
confidently  believe — inspired  effort  to  meet  the 
great  need  of  the  Home  Missions.  The  Catholic 
Record  considers  it  a  privilege  to  be  allowed  to  help 
this  great  work." — The  Editor  of  the  Catholic  ! 
Record,  January  8,  1927.  j 

"The  Sisters  of  Service  have  been  especially  ! 
successful  in  their  work  amongst  immigrantgirls." —  I] 

Official  Report  of  the  Department  of  Immigration  and  j 
Colonization — to  the  Parliament,,  for  the  fiscal  year  1 

ending  March  31,  1926.    Page  48.  i 

"The  work  of  the  Sister's  of  Service'  which  you 
are  promoting  for  the  welfare  of  the  Church  in  the 
outlying  district  of  Western  Canada  has  come  to 
my  notice.    It  is  indeed  a  timely  effort  for  the 
welfare  of  our  Catholic  on  the  Western  Prairies  and  n 
no  one  can  but  remark  the  value  of  this  contribu-  _1 
tion  to  Church  and  Country.    1  am  sure  that  in  the  | 
ranks  of  our  Catholic  Womanhood  you  will  find 
many  devout  girls  to  whom  this  life  will  appeal." 
Government  House,      Sir  Charles  Fitzpatrick.  j 

Quebec.  August  22,  1923.  ' 

"I  have  a  great  appreciation  of  the  effortt  of  the 
Sisters  of  Service.  I  know  they  are  doing  important 
work." — E.   W.  Beatty^  Chairman  and  President,  :| 

Canadian  Pacific  Railway.  J 


THE  FIELD  AT  HOME 


(Greeting  $ 


May  God's  love  rest  upon  you, 
His  peace  with  you  abide, 

His  joy  make  every  season 
As  bright  as  Christmastide! 


His  love  —  His  peace  —  His  joy!  Is 
there  anything  else  worth  wishing  that 
we  could  wish  for  you,  dear  readers.  His 
joy  will  sweeten  every  day  of  your  life, 
even  those  hours,  which  come  to  all,  when 
the  bitterness  of  human  suffering  tears  at 
our  very  heartstrings. 

His  peace  will  keep  you  calm  and  un- 
ruffled in  the  midst  of  the  waves  of  contradiction,  annoyance,  dis- 
comfort, temptation  and  trial  which  we  encounter  on  the  voyage 
of  life. 

His  Love  —  ah,  His  Love  will  give  to  you  even  while  yet  on 
earth,  the  happiness  of  Heaven. 

Along  with  this  wish  —  the  best  we  could  find  in  our  garden 

of  beautiful  wishes  we  bring  to  you  our  sincerest  gratitude  for 

the  generous  co-operation  you  have  given  our  mission  work  dur- 
ing the  past  year.  For,  remember,  every  subscription  renewed 
or  begun  means  one  more  soul  kept  in  touch  with  the  Faith — 
your  share  in  bringing  about  the  reign  of  the  Christ  Child  in  the 
hearts  of  men. 


LIFE  IS  ONLY  WORTH  THE  GOOD  ONE  CAN  DO. 
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"LIFE'S  BEST  INVESTMENT" 


TO  grow,  to  develop,  to  expand  belongs  to  the 
very  essence  of  life.   Growth  is  undoubtedly 
the  surest  sign  of  vitality.    The  cessation  of 
growth  means  degeneracy,  decay,  and  death.  This 
applies  to  life  in  all  it's  various  manifestations, 
bo  they  physical,  intellectual,  moral  or  spiritual. 

This  principle  dominates  the  corporate  life 
of  God's  Church.  The  Church  is  a  divine  living 
organism.  Did  not  the  great  St.  Paul  define  the 
Church  as  "the  tody  of  Christ  and  the  fullness  of 
Him  Who  is  filled  all  in  all."  (Ep.  I.,  23). 
Through  time  and  space  the  Mystical  Body  of 
Christ  is  bound  to  grow  "unto  the  measure  of  the 
age  of  the  fullness  of  her  Divine  Founder."  (Ep. 
IV.,  13).  The  divine  commission  of  the  Church 
is  "to  go  to  the  extremities  of  the  earth"  and  "to 
teach  all  nations"  "until  the  consummation  of 
time." 

The  life  of  the  Church  grows  through  her  mis- 
sionary work.  Tho  specific  and  ultimate  end  of 
the  missionary  is  to  establish  the  visible  Church 
of  Christ  wherever  She  does  not  exist  and  to  bring 
through  Her  teaching  and  Her  Sacraments  salva- 
tion to  mankind.  To  share  in  that  great'  work 
is  the  highest  form  of  participation  in  the  life 
of  the  Church.  It  presupposes  the  fullness  of  a 
true  Christ  in  life  and  it  is  also  it's  most  noble 
expression.  To  wed  one's  life  to  that  larger  life 
of  God's  Church  will  always  remain  the  ideal  of  a 
genuine  Catholic.  There  is  nothing  greater  upon 
earth.  It  is  the  full  realization  of  the  divine  pur- 
pose of  man's  existence.  No  one  can  be  a  Chris- 
tian, for  oneself  alone.  If  our  love  for  God  and 
our  Blessed  Saviour  is  true  we  will  by  our  zeal 
reach  out  to  all  the  members  of  Christ's  Mystical 
Body.  Every  Christian,  by  his  Baptism  and  Con- 
firmation, is  a  born  missionary. 

This  sharing  of  human  life  with  the  broader 
and.  divine  life  of  the  Church  takes  on  various 
forms.  Its  highest  form  is  that  of  a  soul  called  by 
God.  to  1he  missionary  life.  The  life  of  a  mission- 
ary priest,  brother  or  sister  is  so  wedded  to  the 
life  of  the  Church  that  they  become  one.  He 
"leaves  all  to  follow  the  Master."  The  interests, 
cares  and  sorrows  of  the  Church  are  his  only  in- 
terests, cares  and  sorrows.  This  giving  of  one's 
life  to  the  extension  of  the  Kingdom  of  God  on 
earth  i?  the  most  sublime  contribution  man  can 
make.  For  the  greatest  asset  we  have  received 
from  the  hands  of  our  Creator  is  life  itself.  All 
the  other  sifts  of  God  presuppose  it,  or  are  its 
colorful  blossoms  and  choicest  fruits.  Happy 
therefore  the  soul  whom  the  Divine  Saviour  has 
called  to  "go  also  into  His  Vineyard"  and  share 


with  him  so  closely  the  greatest  of  all  works — the 
upbuilding  of  His  Church  upon  earth. 

But  all  are  not  called  to  this  life  of  absolute 
and  complete  service.  How  therefore  are  the  oth- 
er Christian  souls  to  share  in  the  fuller  life  of 
the  Church  and  help  Her  growth  and  expansion. 
The  Divine  Saviour  has  showed  them  the  way. 
When  one  day  on  the  hills  of  Samaria  He  pointed 
out  to  the  Apostles  the  ripening  harvest  and  com- 
plained to  them  of  the  inadequate  numbers  of  the 
harvesters  did  He  not  command  them  "to  pray  the 
Lord  of  the  harvest  to  send  reapers  into  the  field?" 
Does  not  the  Master  here  intimate  that  the  pro- 
gress of  the  Church  in  the  Mission  Field  depends 
on  the  prayers  of  the  Faithful.  And  in  the  Lord's 
Prayer  does  He  not  command  us  to  pray:  "Thy 
Kingdom  Come!" 

St.  Paul  re-echoed  this  plea  of  the  Saviour 
when  he  wrote:  "We  must  pray,  for  God  wishes 
the  salvation  of  all."  And  St.  James  exhorts  us 
"to  prav  for  one  another  that  we  may  be  saved." 
(Ja.  V.,'  16). 

Through  prayer  for  the  Missions  every  Chris- 
tian expresses  his  belief  in  the  Mystical  Body  of 
Christ  and  participates  most  effectively  in  its 
life.  Prayer  is  the  highest  expression  of  our 
spiritual  life.  By  prayer  the  mind  and  heart  of 
man  becomes  one  with  the  mind  and  heart  of 
God.  When  on  the  wings  of  prayer  we  fly  to 
the  mission  field  and  beg  God's  help  and  the  as- 
sistance of  His  divine  Mother  and  of  all  Saints 
for  those  who  are  laboring  for  the  Church  we 
share  in  their  labors  and  in  their  merit. 

Another  form  of  investment  in  the  life  of  the 
Church  is  the  giving  of  alms  to  Her  missionary 
endeavours.  Money  indeed  is  the  reward  of  labor. 
Work — be  it  the  work  of  the  brain  or  the  work 
of  our  muscles — commands  a  salary.  This  money 
is  a  compensation  of  that  part  of  life  Ave  have 
given  to  an  assigned  task.  In  it  are  embodied, 
as  it  were,  our  efforts,  our  energies,  our  time.  Do 
we  not  say  that  "time  is  money?" 

The  gift,  therefore,  of  some  of  that  money 
to  the  missionary  works  of  the  Church  is  in  real- 
ity a  gift  of  a  part  of  our  time,  of  our  life,  to  the 
growth  of  Her  life  upon  earth.  In  this  world  of 
ours  to  translate  ideas  into  action  we  need  money. 
And  the  money  given  freely  and  generously  by 
1he  faithful  to  our  missionaries  goes  to  support 
1hem  and  their  work.  The  mission  field  practical- 
ly depends  on  the  alms  of  the  Church  at  large. 

Then  when  life's  course  is  run  and  the  shadow 
of  death  is  falling,  if  we  have  by  will  or  gift  left 
some  of  the  saved  income  of  our  lifetime  to  the 


ZRATj  for  souls  SPRINGS  from  our  love  of  god. 
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missions  of  the  Church  our  life  will  be  extended 
and  continue  to  help  God's  Kingdom  after  we  are 
gone.  Should  not  this  consideration  encourage  us 
to  set  aside  some  of  our  earnings  so  that  we  may 
be  able  to  say  at  the  hour  of  death:  "I  will  not 
all  die"—"non  omnis  mortiar?"  What  we  will 
have  saved  and  dedicated  to  the  service  of  the 
Church  will  continue  to  labor  for  us.  This  will 
surely  be  a  source  of  hope  and  consolation  when 
eternity  is  at  hand  and  we  stand  alone,  without 
parents  or  friends,  at  the  judgment  seat  of  God. 

With  these  considerations  in  mind,  may  we  not 
rightly  conclude  that  our  participation  in  the  divine 
life  of  Mother  Church  through  our  participation 
in  her  missionary  work  is  life's  best  investment? 


CATECHETICS  RESUMED  AT  NOVITIATE. 

We  are  once  again  privileged  to  have  Dr.  J. 
St.  Bennett,  Inspector  of  Separate  Schools,  con- 
ducting a  class  in  catechetics  at  our  Novitiate. 
This  is  Dr.  Bennett's  third  year  with  us,  so  that 
a  number  of  our  Sisters  have  had  the  benefit  of 
his  thorough  and  careful  training  in  the  most 
effective  methods  of  teaching  catechism. 

We  wish  it  were  possible  to  express  our  gra- 
titude for  this  continued  interest  and  assistance, 
but  since  words  are  too  weak  and  ineffective,  we 
trust  the  prayers  of  the  Sisters  and  the  little  ones 
they  are  instructing  may  draw  down  on  Dr.  Ben- 
nett many  blessings  from  Him  Who  said.  "If  you 
have  done  it  to  one  of  the  least  of  these,  my  little 
ones,  you  have  done  it  unto  Me." 


CO  OPERATION. 

Our  Sisters  at  Vilna  Hospital  recently  received 
a  gift  that  made  their  hearts1  rejoice — a  Spiritual 
Bouquet  from  the  Jesuit  Scholastics  at  Welling- 
ton Street,  Toronto.  It  gives  us  pleasure  to  print 
extracts  from  the  letter  accompanying  the  Bou- 
quet: 

"Learning  through  your  S.O.S.  magazine  of 
your  work  in  the  West  and  understanding  some- 
thing, at  least,  of  the  difficulties  you  and  your  zeal- 
ous associates  have  to  face,  and  of  the  great  good 
you  are  doing,  all  the  Jesuit  Scholastics  here  at 
the  Seminary  have  joined  in  making  the  enclosed 
Spiritual  Bouquet.  Our  prayers  are  that  God 
may  continue  to  bless  your  labours,  and  that  your 
work  may  grow  and  prosper  until  Canada's  Great 
West,  is  all  brought  under  the  sceptre  of  Christ 
our  King. 

"We  shall  remain  very  much  interested  in 

THE  LINE  OF  LEAST  RESISTANCE  HAS 


your  work  for  souls  and  always  very  grateful  for 
information  about  your  Western  missions." 

Needless  to  say,  we  appreciate  highly  the 
prayers  and  good  wishes  of  these  young  students 
for  the  priesthood.  We  realize  so  well  that  prayer 
is  the  power  behind  the  missionary,  and  our  hearts 
are  full  of  gratitude  for  this  interest  and  co-opera- 
tion in  our  mission  work  in  "The  Field  at  Home." 


"OUR  LITTLE  JOSEPH." 

IN  our  firm  belief  that  by  helping  the  Field  Afar 
we  would  bring  God's  blessing  upon  our  mis- 
sions in  "The  Field  at  Home,"  we  answered 
an  appeal  sent  out  from  far-off  India  and  adopted 
a  little  Assamese  baby,  asking  that  he  be  named 
"Joseph."  The  letter  and  the  picture  of  our  little 
Joseph  speak  for  themselves : 

Catholic  Mission, 

Tezpur,  Assam,  India. 

Dear  Rev.  Mother : 

You  are  the  first  to  reply  to  our  appeal ! 
Thanks!  A  thousand  thanks!  Your  words  of  en- 
couragement and  the  promise  of  special  prayers 
for  our  Mission  are  most  welcome  and  needful. 
It  is  really  very  good  of  you  to  come  to  our  aid 
in  these  hard  times  and  to  take  such  a  keen  in- 
terest in  our  work. 

I  am  glad  to  be  able  to  enclose  the  snap  (a 
funny  one)  of  your  little  Joseph.  How  do  you 
like  it?  He  holds  his  father's  pipe. 

Help  us  to  bring  many  little  and  big  ones  to 
Jesus.  Our  Mission  is  making  great  strides  and 
Ave  hope  in  a  few  years  to  see  Assam  a  Catholic 
land !  Do  pray  for  our  poor  health  also. 

I  enclose  our  last  pamphlet.  Do  get  other 
people  interested  in  our  work,  please.  I  am  try- 
ing to  raise  a  subscription  for  a  motor-cycle  which 
would  help  me  such  a  lot  in  going  up  and  down 
my  immense  mission. 

We  all  here  will  daily  say  a  little  prayer  for 
our  good  Sisters  of  Service  of  Toronto  who  are 
so  far  and  yet  so  near  to  us. 

Ever  in  union  of  prayers,  yours  gratefully, 
A.  RAVALICO;  S.C. 


\0itr  Little  Joseph. 
NEVER  BEEN  THE  ROAD  TO  GLORY. 
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Notes  and  Comments 


THEY  KEEP  THE  LIGHT  THE  POWER  OF  GOOD 

BURNING.  EXAMPLE. 


In  1910  the  wife  of  the  light- 
house keeper  at  Belle-Isle,  France, 
won  the  admiration  of  mariners  the 
world  over  and  subsequently  the 
Carnegie  Medal  and  the  Legion  of 
Honour. 

Her  husband  was  light-house 
keeper  at  Kerdonis  light,  Belle  Isle. 
As  he  was  about  to  set  the  light  in 
motion  one  twilight  he  fell  suddenly 
ill  and  helpless.  Terrified  that  the 
light  would  not  throw  its  warning 
rays  across  treacherous  shoals,  the 
woman  called  her  children  and 
made  them  turn  the  heavy  light 
while  she  tried  to  aid  her  husband 
and  start  the  machinery. 

When  the  children  no  longer 
could  continue  the  endless  grind, 
the  mother  took  up  the  task  and 
kept  the  light  turning  until  dawn, 
when  she  collapsed  as  help  arrived. 

The  name  of  our  heroine  is  Mrs. 
E.  Matelon.  She  died  a  few  months 
ago,  and  the  press  the  world  over 
paid  a  tribute  to  her  memory. 

On  the  ocean  of  life  how  often 
disasters  are  also  averted  by  the 
sacrifices  and  prayers  of  humble  wo- 
men and  children.  How  many  souls 
indeed  will  owe  their  protection  and 
salvation  to  the  hidden  sufferings 
of  a  mother,  sister  or  child.  They 
keep  the  light  burning! 

And  in  the  mission  field  of  God's 
Church  how  often  the  lights  that 
flash  hope  to  our  struggling  mis- 
sionaries are  kept  burning  by  the 
hidden  heroism  of  our  Catholic  wo- 
men and  children?  G.D. 
*     *  * 

"BLIND  SPOTS." 

There  is  no  end  to  the  extraordin- 
ary "blind  spots"  of  illusion  which 
one  surprisingly  discovers  in  men 
otherwise  normal.  This  is  particu- 
larly true  in  matters  of  religion. 

Religion  is  all  or  it  is  nothing. 
If  it  is  all,  as  we  believe,  why 
should  we  not  make  it  all  in  our 
life?  Why  should  the  interest  of 
Religion  be  secondary?  This  is 
surely  a  "blind  spot"  in  our  vision. 


"Father,"  said  a  convert,  "do  you 
know  that  I  and  my  family  are  Ca- 
tholic because  once  I  met  a  manly 
Catholic?  I  was  going  to  one  of  our 
medical  conventions.  My  com- 
panion was  a  young  Catholic  doc- 
tor. There  was  a  banquet  on  Satur- 
day night  and  we  had  planned  to 
take  the  8  o'clock  train  on  Sunday 
morning.  It  was  midnight  when  we 
reached  the  hotel,  and  I  was  re- 
questing the  desk  clerk  to  have  us 
called  at  7  o'clock  when  my  Catho- 
lic friend  quietly  instructed  the 
clerk  to  call  him  at  5.30,  so  that  he 
could  hear  Mass  at  6  o'clock  and  be 
back  in  time  to  meet  me.  I  pro- 
tested that  it  was  nearly  1  o'clock 
and  that  he  needed  his  sleep. 

"He  smiled  at  me  good-natured- 
ly and  that  was  all.  I  heard  him 
slip  quietly  off  to  Mass,  and  instead 
of  enjoying  an  hour  and  a  half  of 
extra  sleep,  I  lay  there  thinking  that 
this  man's  religion  must  mean 
something  to  him.  That  started  me 
in  my  study  of  the  Catholic  reli- 
gion. 

"Father,  had  that  man  been  a 
moral  coward  and  stayed  in  bed,  my 
family  and  I  should  not  now  be  in 
the  one  true  Church  of  Christ.  That 
man  brought  me  to  the  Church, 
and  I  hope  to  imitate  him.  That  is 
why  I  condemn  the  apologetic  type 
of  Catholic." 

No  wonder  St.  Augustine  tells  us: 
"The  life  of  a  man  speaks  more 
forcibly  than  the  tongue";  and  St. 
Cyprian  tells  us:  "Works  have  an 
eloquence  to  which  we  yield,  al- 
though the  tongue  keeps  silence." 
— The  Catholic  Forester. 

|   THE  S.O.S.  ANNUITIES.  % 

%  Several  persons  are  tak-  * 

£  ing  advantage  of  our  an-  ❖ 

*  nuity  plan.  X 
X  The  money  you  invest  *:* 
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After  death  that  money  * 
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STAR,  THE  SHEPHERDS, 
THE  KINGS. 

The  Star  of  Bethlehem  shines  no 
more,  except  in  the  hearts  of  Chris- 
tians as,  year  after  year,  in  the  Holy 
Sacrifice  of  the  Mass,  they  really  and 
truly  are  present  at  the  coming  to 
earth  of  the  Lord  Christ;  but  even 
this  sublime  privilege  is  not  limited 
to  the  day  that  we  call  Christmas; 
it  is  our  grand  prerogative  every 
day  of  the  year. 

Shepherds,  watching  their  flocks 
on  Galilee's  hills,  may  no  longer  ex- 
pect the  appearance  of  angelic  hosts 
heralding  the  birth  of  the  Savior. 
Yet  there  are  shepherds  watching 
hopefully,  at  this  Christmas-tide, 
for  "joyful  tidings."  These  are  the 
missionaries,  in  the  distant  fields  of 
Orient  and  Africa  and  Pacific  is- 
lands, and  in  the  abandoned  fields 
of  our  own  rich  America.  Their 
flocks  are  the  souls  over  whom  reli- 
gious superiors  have  given  them 
charge.  And  the  "joyful  tidings" 
for  which  they  are  waiting  are  signs 
that  we,  who  are  blest  with  the  full- 
ness of  Christian  belief  and  Chris- 
tian happiness,  have  not  forgotten 
them. 

The  Kings  from  the  East  no  long- 
er come,  their  camels  laden  with 
precious  burdens  from  Madian  and 
Epha,  as  gifts  for  the  new-born 
Heavenly  King.  We  have  taken 
their  places.  Not  that  we  are  kings, 
or  wish  to  be,  though  there  is  some- 
thing undoubtedly  kingly  in  the  ex- 
ercise of  charity  for  the  love  of 
Christ,  since  that  makes  us  sharers 
with  Him,  who  is  the  King  of  the 
World.  But  we  are  the  modern  re- 
presentatives of  earth's  kingdoms, 
the  custodians  in  our  times  of  the 
material  riches  given  to  the  world 
by  its  Creator. 

If  not  kings,  we  can  be  at  least 
"wise  men," — which  is  the  designa- 
tion also  given  to  those  mysterious 
men  who  came  "from  the  East." 
And  being  "wise  men,"  we  will  lay 
at  the  feet  of  Christ  in  the  dawn 
of  the  Nativity  Feast  the  whole  of 
our  spiritual  wealth, — our  love  for 
our  brothers  and  sisters  in  Christ 
throughout  the  world,  our  willing 
sacrifice  that  the  reign  of  the  Divine 
King  may  be  extended  in  spite  of 
the  oppositions  of  the  modern  Her- 
ods,  our  love  for  Christ  Himself, 
who,  being  God.  took  upon  Himself 
the  humility  of  our  flesh  so  that, 
in  our  blind  and  poorly  understand- 
ing way,  we  might  know  the  great 
love  of  God  for  us. 

The  Star,  the  shepherds,  the  kings 
from  the  East  have  gone  their  way. 
But  to  those  who  see  with  the  eyes 
of  the  spirit,  they  will  be  in  the 
world  again  during  this  holy  Christ- 
mas season. — The  Shield. 


WISDOM  IS  IN  KNOWING  WHAT  TO  DO  NEXT.   VIRTUE  IS  IN  DOING  IT. 
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WITH  the  death  of  Mrs.  A.  J.  Small,  of 
Toronto,  the  Institute  of  the  Sisters  of 
Service  loses  one  of  its  greatest  and 
most  generous  benefactresses.  After  a  long 
and  painful  illness,  she  died  at  her  home  in 
Rosedale,  on  October 
14th,  fortified  and  con- 
soled by  the  rites  of 
Mother  Church.  In  the 
long  hours  of  the  two 
nights  before  her 
burial  the  Sisters 
watched  and  prayed 
by  her  remains.  None 
were  then  more  ac- 
ceptable to  her,  we  are 
sure,  as  those  whom 
she  had  mothered  and 
helped  during  her  life- 
time. 

Born  of  pious  Catho- 
lic parents,  educated 
by  the  Sisters  of  St. 
Joseph,  Theresa  Kor- 
man  married  Ambrose 
J.  Small,  who  became 
in  time  "Canada's 
theatre  magnate."  She 
lived  in  affluence.  Yet 
the  abundance  of 
wealth  and  the  glam- 
our of  society  never 
dimmed  her  '  'vision  of 
things  unseen"  nor 
made  her  lose  touch 
with  "the  substance  of 
the   things   we  hope 

for."    For  long  years  she  assisted  at  daily 
Mass  and  received  Communion. 

Her  devotion  to  the  Blessed  Eucharist  is 
reflected  in  her  last  will.  She  left  a  certain 
amount  of  money  to  be  invested  in  a  Trust 
Company,  the  annual  interest  of  which  is  to 
go  to  Masses  to  be  said  for  the  souls  of  all 
priests  from  whom  during  her  lifetime  she  re- 
ceived the  Blessed  Sacrament.  Her  love  for 
the  poor  was  remarkable.  No  one  will  ever 
know  how  much  she  distributed  in  alms  dur- 
ing her  lifetime. 

With  the  mysterious  disappearance  of  her 


Mrs.  A.  J.  Small 


husband  in  the  year  1919  tragedy  entered  into 
her  life.  She  carried  her  cross  with  Christian 
resignation.  It  was  when  her  trial  was  at  its 
height  that  Providence  directed  her  to  the 
little  chapel  of  the  Sisters  of  Service.  How 
many  hours  she  there 
prayed  in  silence  and 
obscurity ! 

Her  interest  in  the 
newly  -  founded  Insti- 
tute grew  with  years. 
Her  first  donation  to 
the  Order  was  the 
foundation  of  Camp 
Morton,  Man.,  our  first 
"Western  foundation. 
Later  on,  in  memory 
of  her  deceased  bro- 
ther, John,  she  helped 
substantially  in  the 
building  of  our  St. 
John's  Hospital,  at 
Edson,  Alta.  But  the 
greatest  gift  during 
her  lifetime  was  that 
of  our  Novitiate  house 
at  60  Glen  Road,  Rose- 
dale,  Toronto,  the  old 
manor  of  Sir  Casimir 
Gzowski.  This  gift  was 
in  memory  of  her  par- 
ents, to  whom  she 
bore  throughout  all 
her  life  the  deepest  af- 
fection. There  she  will 
be  remembered  for  all 
time  to  come  in  the 
prayers  of  those  who  come  to  prepare  them- 
selves for  the  missionary  life. 

Her  last  will  also  bears  testimony  to  her 
interest  in  our  humble  Institute  and  her  great 
love  of  the  Church.  This  last  expression  of 
her  soul  is  certainly  a  wonderful  and  enduring- 
proof  of  her  Faith. 

Mrs.  A.  J.  Small  has  gone  to  her  reward. 
We  beg  the  prayers  of  our  friends  and  readers 
for  the  repose  of  her  soul.  Kneeling  around 
her  grave,  the  Sisters  of  Service  gratefully 
breathe  the  prayer  and  wish  of  Mother  Church 
over  our  beloved  dead:  "May  her  soul  rest  in 
peace!" 


FAITH  IS  THE  MOST  PRICELESS  POSSESSION  YOU  AVI  LI;  EVER  OWN. 
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CANADIAN 


No  Gast  —  no  CQest  ju< 


STANLEY  PARK 


OF  all  the  lovely  haunts  across  Canada,  to  me 
none  offers  more  attraction  than  the  great 
natural  park  of  Vancouver.  Like  a  long 
finger  of  land,  it  juts  out 
into  English  Bay,  the  wa- 
ters of  which  kiss  the  feet 
of  the  mountains,  then 
widen  out  into  the  Paci- 
fic Ocean.  From  the  Park 
one  looks  down  on  the 
Narrows,  through  which 
the  big,  stately  liners 
come  sailing  daily  —  in 
their  respective  journey- 
in  gs  to  and  from  the  far- 
flung  ports  of  the  world, 
whether  it  be  Australia r 
China,  ov  Alaska. 

There  each  hour  of  the 
day  carries  a  lure  all  its 
own.  In  the  morning 
there  is  the  rush  of  the 
incoming  tide,  the  sound 
of  the  waves  breaking  on 
the  rocks  below,  the  wild, 
free  call  of  the  wheeling 
gulls,  the  buoyant  breath  —Courtesy  of  C.P.R. 
of  the  ocean  breeze,  the 

tang  of  the  seaweed,  the  exuberant  shouts  of  the 
early  bathers,  mingled,  perhaps,  with  those  of  the 
fishermen  in  from  a  long  night  of  work  up  the 
Fraser,  their  boats  laden  with  halibut  or  salmon. 

Noon — and  along  the  fine  highway  that  gir- 
dles the  park  and  hugs  the  shoreline,  the  line  of 
parked  automobiles  increases  in  length,  for  when 
the  heat  of  the  day  drowses  and  the  city  literally 


Totem  Pale< 


swelters,  most  who  may  seek  the  shade  of  the 
park,  the  centre  of  which  is  comprised  of  the 
real  forest  primeval,  where  stand  huge  trees,  trees 
so  age-old  and  venerable 
that  they  seem  as  if  they 
must  have  known  Canada 
when  she  was  as  yet  very 
young.  There,  in  sur- 
roundings that  but  a  few 
decades  ago  heard  only 
the  call  of  the  Indian,  one 
can  revel  away  in  all  se- 
curity— "the  smell  of  the 
pines  in  one's  nostrils  and 
one's  heart  in  Paradise." 

Not  least  among  the 
attractions  of  the  park,  at 
least  to  some  of  us,  is  the 
intriguing    store    of  In- 
dian folk  lore  connected 
with  it.   This  may  be  said 
to  give  it  a  character  that 
is  entirely   its   own  and 
truly  Canadian.  The  book 
written  in  this  regard — 
"Legends  of  Vancouver" 
— well  repays  the  read- 
ing.   The  author,  Pauline 
Johnson,  ranks  as  one  of  Canada's  sweetest-voiced 
singers,  better  known  as  the  Indian  Poetess,  writ- 
er of  "Flint  and  Feather"  and  "The  Song  My 
Paddle  Sings."     Down  one  of  the  well-trodden 
trails  of  the  Stanley  you  will  find  a  monument 
in  the  form  of  a  fountain  raised  in  her  honour. 
There  at  her  own  request  her  dust  was  carried 
(Continued  on  page  14) 


Stanley  Park,  Vancouver. 


IT  IS  ONLY  THE  SOULS  THAT  DO  NOT  LOVE  THAT  GO  EMPTY  IX  THIS  WORLD. 
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TilMlfTH  E 1  HARVESTflS 


PLENTIFUL  HAND  THE  LABOURERS  fll  ARE 


In  the  Home-Mission  Field 


Reaping  the  Harvest  in  Saskatchewan 


FAREWELL  TO  THE  CITY. 

SYMPATHETIC  souls,  sigh,  gaze  pityingly  at  us  and 
exclaim,  "Oh,  sisters,  what  a  hard  life  you  lead! 
Do  you  really  have  to  go  out  in  that  wild  country 
to  teach  Catechism?"  And  they  heave  another  deep 
sigh  of  commiseration.  Generally  we  are  too  rushed  to 
give  a  detailed  explanation  that  we  have  chosen  this 
life  freely,  that  we  enjoy  it  immensely  and  that  we 
should  find  any  other  vocation  or  avocation,  stifling, 
so  we  tacitly  admit  that  we  are  what  we  are  not,  to  wit, 
martyrs,  by  assuming  a  proper-to-the-occasion  air  and 
a  most  pathetic  little  smile.  What  all  these  good,  kind 
friends  of  ours  forget  or  overlook  is  that  the  dear  Lord 
said  He  would  give  a  hundredfold,  even  in  this  life, 
and  that  this  stupendous  gift  is  shared  by  the  Sisters 
of  Service  as  well  as  by  all  other  workers  in  His  vine- 
yard. We  have  no  hesitation  in  saying  that  the  "bush 
country"  is  wild  and  that  there  are  hardships;  but 
these  things  fade  into  insignificance  beside  the  com- 
pensations, speaking  from  a  merely  natural  standpoint. 

After  ten  months  of  listening  to  typewriters,  tele- 
phones, doorbells,  and  all  the  other  hideous  noises  that 
indicate  that  we  are  civilized  and  denizens  of  this  most 
glorious  20th  century,  the  mere  thought  of  going  out 
to  the  country  "where  only  Nature's  music  breaks  the 
silences  of  God",  among  people  who  are  unconcerned  as 
to  whether  their  friends'  grandfathers  were  railway 
presidents  or  pirates,  and  who  are  natural,  kindly  and 
sincere,  is  exhilarating. 

When  the  expected  letter  arrives,  telling  us  to  be 
ready  to  leave  within  the  week,  there  is  a  scramble  to 
stow  away  our  valuables  and  to  collect  our  personal 
belongings.  There  is  the  usual  argument  regarding 
what  we  shall  take  and  what  we  shall  leave,  the  agree- 
ment to  compromise  and  the  usual  result:  everyone 
taking  exactly  what  she  had  intended  to  take  in  the  be- 
ginning. The  baggage  assumes  alarming  proportions; 
we  begin  to  fear  lest  the  good  Fathers,  when  they  come 
for  us,  may  be  forced  to  remind  us  that  we  are  going 
for  a  few  weeks,  not  for  the  winter.  But  the  Fathers, 
when  they  do  come,  are  kind  and  patient  and  act  as  if 
eight  bags  and  four  bundles  are  just  what  they  ex- 
pected we  should  have,  and  proceed  to  stow  them  away 
in  the  car  with  a  skill  that  eases  our  worried  minds. 

And  then  we  are  off.  We  bid  farewell  to  Regina 
without  a  tear.  Six  weeks  of  "roughing  it"  in  the  Re- 
demptorist  Missions  around  Yorkton,  lie  before  us  and 


we  are  going  to  make  the  most  of  them.  Six  weeks  of 
talking  and  singing  and  laughing  with  children  we 
have  learned  to  know  and  love  through  the  Corres- 
pondence classes,  six  weeks  of  golden  summery  days,  of 
long  buggy  rides  across  the  prairie,  of  sweet-clover  per- 
fumed air,  of  new  surroundings,  new  people,  new  cus- 
toms. Perhaps  this  eager  anticipation  of  all  these  nat- 
ural joy.s  may  be  a  bit  shocking  to  some  pious  reader 
(if  such  there  be,  go  mark  him  well!)  who  may  think, 
with  reason,  that  the  great  privilege  that  is  ours,  of 
instructing  these  little  ones  unto  righteousness,  should 
so  enwrap  our  imagination  that  there  would  be  no 
room  for  seeing  the  color  and  warmth  and  joy  of  life. 
Teaching  Christian  Doctrine  is  as  much  a  part  of  our 
daily  existence  as  is  breathing  in  the  ozone-freighted 
air;  that  is  why  we  are  what  we  are  and  why  we  are 
where  we  are.  So  when  we  chronicle  all  the  things 
that  really  should  not  matter,  and  really  do  not  mat- 
ter, we  are  not  overlooking  the  only  important  phase 
of  the  tour,  we  are  simply  taking  it  for  granted  and  we 
expect  our  friends  to  do  likewise. 

In  Search  of  a  Soul. 

This  evening  Mr.  and  Mrs.  G  ■  are  calling  for 

us  after  supper.  We  have  promised  to  spend  one  night 
at  their  home,  nine  miles  out  on  the  prairie.  Father 

K  ,  the  young  missionary  priest  of  the  district, 

plans  to  accompany  us — not  for  the  sake  of  the  drive, 


A  Typical  Catechism  Class  in  Saskatcheivan. 


I?  A  SISTER  OF  SERVICE! 


WHY  NOT? 


THE  FIELD  AT  HOME 


which  for  us  has  the  charm  of  novelty,  but  -which, 
in  the  eyes  of  an  experienced  missionary,  is  just  an- 
other means  of  conveyance.  He  is  going  to  seek  out, 
like  his  Master,  the  Good  Shepherd,  an  erring  mem- 
ber of  his  flock,  who  lies,  stricken  with  paralysis  in 
an  isolated  farm  house,  impossible  to  reach  by  car, 
but  which,  without  a  lengthy  detour,  we  can  pass  en 
route  to  our  destination. 

Just  as  the  setting  sun  sends  its  gold  and  crimson 
streamers  across  the  evening  sky,  we  set  out  in  the 
decrepit  old  democrat,  on  our  errand  of  mercy  and 
pleasure  combined. 

Mr.  G  ,  sturdy,  loquacious  and  Hungarian,  is 

driving  the  team  and  filling  the  air  with  words  ex- 
plaining his  theories  of  government  reform.  Kindly 

Father  K  ,  smoking  his  troubles  into  the  air,  is 

seated  by  his  side,  listening  half-abstractedly,  and 
now  and  then  throwing  in  a  remark.  Jimmie,  the 
young  son  of  the  family,  lies  asleep  at  their  feet, 
oblivious  alike  to  the  bumps  of  the  road  and  the 
beauties  of  the  night.  In  the  rear,  on  a  seat  made 
for  two,  is  Mrs.  G  ,  holding  in  her  lap  the  young- 
est member  of  her  family;  and  by  her  side,  swaying 
with  every  motion  of  the  unsteady  vehicle,  are  Sister 
and  I  with  attention  divided  between  her  stories  of 
life  in  "the  old  country"  and  the  desire  to  absorb 
(as  if  there  were  to  be  a  dearth  of  the  loveliness  and 
beauty  of  earth)  all  the  delights  of  this  particular 
night. 

We  seem  to  be  alone  on  the  prairie.  North,  south, 
east  and  west  of  us  stretch  the  fields  of  grain — grain 
that  in  other  years  might  have  brought  a  glow  of 
pride  and  satisfaction  to  the  heart  of  the  farmer,  but 
now  brings  only  a  shrug  of  defeat.  The  crop  has  been 
spoiled  by  rust.  All  the  weeks  of  ploughing  and  seed- 
ing, the  weeks  of  hope  when  the  grain  was  filling  are 
to  go  for  naught  this  year.   We  refrain  from  calling 

Mrs.  G  's  attention  to  the  cold,  ungrateful  land, 

but  let  her  continue  her  tale  of  the  Count  in  the  old 
country  who  liked  to  drive  out  with  his  four  horses 
and  his  wife,  the  Countess,  who  kept  her  coach  in 
readiness  to  pursue  him  at  a  moment's  notice.  Let 
her  mind  wander  in  the  past  that  is  always  set  in  the 
roseate  hues  that  the  present  seems  to  lack.  Our 
mind  wanders  a  bit,  too,  to  the  hardy  explorers  who 
perhaps  trod  this  very  ground  we  now  traverse,  to 
the  savage  tribes  who  roamed  these  plains,  to  the 
buffalo  hunts  that  may  have  taken  place  in  this  very 
region  

Suddenly  we  are  aroused  from  our  reverie  by  the 
distant  barking  of  dogs.  We  eagerly  gaze  into  the 
gathering  twilight,  and  discover  through  the  shadows 
the  smoke  of  a  chimney  ascending  skywards.  That 
must  be  the  sick  man's  house,  we  suppose. 

The  question  of  Father  K  's  reception  there 

is  a  worrisome  one.  The  man  has  not  been  to  church 
for  years  and  is  now  a  helpless  invalid,  bereft  of  even 
the  power  of  speech.  His  wife  has  long  been  a  mem- 
ber of  one  of  the  many  proselytizing  sects  scattered 
throughout  the  Wcct  and  her  watchword  "Jesus  saves 
all"  does  not  make  allowance  for  the  spiritual  assist- 
ance of  a  Catholic  priert.  The  sons  of  the  family,  too 
busy  in  the  process  of  making  a  living  to  "bother" 
about  religion,  profess  no  creed. 

We  reach  the  gate,  which  is  being  opened  by  a 
young  man,  burned  to  a  semi-Ethiopian  color  by  the 
hot  prairie  sun.  He  darts  us  a  curious  look  and  bids 
us  enter  the  yard. 

Father  K   with  Mr.   G   as  interpreter, 

goes  into  the  house.  The  young  man  climbs  into  the 
front  seat  to  hold  the  horses  and  to  converse  with 

Mrs.  G  ■  in  Hungarian.   Sister  shivers,  draws  her 

cloak  around  her  and  predicts  that  it  will  be  dark 
before  we  reach  our  final  destination.  Then  we  sit 
and  wait  and  wonder  what  is  taking  place  within  the 
tottering  old  log  house  with  the  thatched  roof. 


After  some  time  Father  K   and  Mr.  G  

return,  talking  earnestly.  Father  has  bden  well  re- 
ceived and  is  to  call  again  the  next  day.  We  are 
asked  to  visit  the  sick  man.  The  wife  greets  us  at 
the  door  with  a  warm  embrace  and  leads  us  through 
the  hot,  stuffy  kitchen  to  the  little  room  where  her 
poor  husband  lies.  The  invalid  gazes  at  us  with 
strange,  staring  eyes.  What  an  affliction  is  his — 
cut  eff  from  his  fellow  creatures,  able  neither  to 
speak  nor  write.  "O  Comforter  of  the  Afflicted.  O 
wealth  of  the  SiCK,  pray  for  him,"  we  murmur  as 
vi  appioach  the  couch  of  the  sufferer.  But  the  weep- 
ing woman  at  the  foot  of  the  bed  is  even  more  miser- 
able. Between  her  tears  she  tells  of  her  days  of 
heavy  toil  in  the  fields,  of  the  nightly  homecoming 
to  an  uncared  house  and  a  sick  man,  of  the  chores 
that  engage  her  attention  until  far  into  the  night, 
and  how,  completely  exhausted,  she  goes  to  rest, 
knowing  that  the  coming  day  will  bring  with  it  the 
same  unrelenting  labor.  "I  have  such  misery"  she 
sobs.  A  great  wave  of  pity  for  her  fills  our  being. 
To  be  in  such  affliction  and  to  cut  herself  off  from 
the  only  source  of  strength  and  comfort  she  can  have 
— the  Catholic  Chuich;  to  turn  her  back  on  the  kind- 
est and  tenderest  of  women,  our  Mother  Mary.  Poor, 
foolish  soul!  We  utter  our  few  words  of  sympathy — ■ 
how  ineffective  they  sound — and  go  out  into  the  cool 
fragrant  air,  with  a  curious  stinging  in  our  eyes. 

Journey's  End  and  a  Hearty  Welcome. 

We  are  on  our  journey  again.  We  have  been 
travelling  now  for  two  hours  and  night  has  settled 
definitely  upon  us.  Overhead,  the  vast  expanse  of 
sky  is  studded  with  glittering  stars,  the  large  orange 
moon,  low-slung  in  the  heavens  looks  blandly  at  our 
little  democrat,  making  slow  progress  across  the 
plains.  The  horses  are  tired  and  seem  to  be  drows- 
ing between  the  shafts.  The  Padre  in  the  front  seat 
is  becoming  restless.  He  has  long  since  smoked  his 
last  cigarette.  "How  much  farther  is  it?"  he  queries 
with  ill-disguised  eagerness.    "Two  more  miles  and 

then  we  reach  my  section,"  replies  Mr.  G  .  The 

unearthly  quiet  that  seems  to  pervade  all  is  shattered 
by  the  sudden  "Tlot,  tlot,  tlot"  of  an  approaching 

horse.   "That's  my  boy,  Joe,"  announces  Mr.  G  

with  unhidden  pride,  "He's  been  out  looking  for  the 
young  stock."  Joe  passes  us  in  a  cloud  of  dust  and 
vanishes  into  the  night.  He  will  get  home  in  time  to 
report  that  a  priest  and  two  sisters  are  on  their  way 
to  the  house. 

With  a  tinge  of  regret  we  notice  that  we  are  near- 
ing  our  journey's  end.  Dark  forms  silhouetted 
against  the  sky  prove  to  be  Mr.  G  's  cattle,  there- 
fore the  house  cannot  be  far  distant  now,  we  con- 
clude. We  turn  east  and  meet  the  beaming  rays  of  a 
lamp  shining  through  the  surrounding  gloom.  Sud- 
denly we  realize  that  we  are  chilled  and  stiff  and  that 
perhaps  it  is  just  as  well  we  have  reached  the  end 
of  the  road. 

A  smiling  young  woman  in  overalls,  greets  us  at 
the  door  of  the  little  thatched  house.  We  enter  the 
comfortable  kitchen  and  approach  the  gracious 
warmth  of  the  wood  fire,  our  hands  held  out  to  ab- 
sorb the  heat.  A  long,  low  table,  set  for  a  meal,  can 
be  seen  through  the  open  door  of  the  next  room — 
what  a  welcome  sight  it  is!  A  slim  young  daughter 
of  the  house,  in  a  crisp  gingham  dress  is  carrying  in 
the  coffee.  The  rest  of  the  travelling  party  comes  in 
from  outside  and  in  a  few  moments  we  are  seated 
around  the  hospitable  board. 

After  the  meal  the  young  sons  of  the  family  come 
in  to  be  introduced  and  to  proffer  the  usual  limp 
boyish  hand  to  be  shaken.  And  while  the  bolder  ones 
remain  with  us  the  shyer  ones  retreat  to  the  granary, 
a  haven  free  from  company  and  such  boresome  things. 
Chairs  are  pushed  back  against  the  wall  and  reini- 
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Changing  a  Tire. 


niscences  are  in  order.  We  are  told  of  the  proces- 
sions in  the  "old  country",  of  the  hymns  they  sang  to 
Holy  Mary,  (laboriously  translated  into  English  for 
our  benefit),  of  the  early  days  of  settlement  in  this 
district,  of  the  2  2-mile  drive  in  winter  to  have  the 
baby  baptized,  of  the  slowness  of  the  oxen  (the  power 
behind  the  plough  in  those  days),  and  then  of  the 
dream  of  a  good  crop,  when  they  will  be  able  to  buy 
a  car  and  take  the  children  to  town  to  see  "a  church 
like  in  the  old  country".  But  alas  for  the  dreamer — 
the  good  crop  never  materializes  and  these  good  pious 
people  look  at  us  and  say  "It  is  because  of  our  sins, 
we  have  no  crop,"  and  we  recall  a  story  that  begins 
"Two  men  went  into  the  temple  to  pray.  ..." 

But  when  the  feeling  of  sadness  is  becoming  too 
pronounced  to  suit  the  heir-apparent,  he  brings  out 
the  rusty  old  gramaphone.  We  are  treated  to  a  va- 
riety of  Hungarian  dance  tunes  and  heart-rending 
cowboy  songs,  which  in  their  proper  setting  (and 
where  is  that  but  just  where  we  are?)  possess  a 
distinct  charm.  We  are  enjoying  ourselves  immense- 
ly, but  the  hands  of  the  clock  do  not  remain  sta- 
tionary and  we  decide  it  is  time  to  leave.  We  must 
be  up  betimes  in  the  morning,  it  is  First  Communion 
day  and  a  nine-mile  ride  to  church  lies  before  us. 

Like  all  other  good  things,  the  tour  does  come  to 
an  end.  The  six  glorious  weeks  that  we  anticipated 
so  joyfully  and  enjoyed  so  thoroughly  have  passed 
into  eternity.  We  are  gathered  around  the  breakfast 
table  in  our  home  in  Regina,  with  the  same  old  dishes 

and  the  same  familiar  faces  before  us.  Sister   

absent-mindedly  requests,  "Pass  the  CREAM,  please." 
Sister    hands  her  the  blue  delf  pitcher  of  skim- 

med milk,  with  the  gentle  reminder,  "You're  not  in 
the  country  now,  sister." 

True  we  are  not  in  the  country.  Sister    set- 
tles herself  comfortably  in  her  chair  and  we  prepare 
ourselves  to  hear  the  twentieth  recital  of  the  time 
she  and  her  brother  fell  through  the  skylight.  Sister 

  yawns  with  the  same  deliberation  as  she  did — 

was  it  only  six  weeks  ago? — and  polite  Sister   

listens  to  the  story  with  rapt  attention  as  if  she  had 
not  already  heard  it  many  times  before.  The  same 
old  house,  the  same  old  interests  and  the  same  old 
if  consequential  behaviour,  how  delightfully  restful 
they  are!  A  comfortable  feeling  of  contentment  steals 
over  us.  Life  has  resumed  the  even  tenor  of  its  way. 


Small  kindnesses,  small  courtesies,  small  considera- 
tions habitually  practised  in  our  intercourse  with  oth- 
ers, give  a  greater  charm  to  the  character  than  the 
display  of  great  talents  and  accomplishments. 


MORE  HARVESTING  IN  SASKATCHEWAN. 
Perils  Prom  Wild  Animals. 

We  had  many  and  varied  experiences.  We  travel- 
led in  all  sorts  of  conveyances,  buggies,  hayricks, 
democrats,  wagons,  etc.,  and  many  times  also  we 
travelled  on  shanks'  inare.  At  one  particular  place 
we  thought  we  would  die  martyrs  to  the  Great  Cause 
before  our  short  week  was  over.  We  were  attacked  by 
two  fierce  dogs.  They  didn't  exactly  reach  us — the 
farmer's  wife  came  to  the  rescue  in  time.  Then  we 
were  chased  by  a  turkey,  but  we  were  able  to  out- 
run the  gobbler  to  the  house.  During  that  same  week 
we  had  a  few  adventures  with  balky  and  frisky  horses, 
and  as  a  grand  finale  we  encountered  a  real  mad 
bull  and  did  he  roar  and  stamp?  We  were  almost 
paralysed  with  fright.  Once  again  we  were  saved, 
this  time  by  two  knightly  errants  in  the  form  of 
young  boys  who  came  to  the  rescue. 

Sister  P.  organized  some  very  fine  junior  choirs. 
At  three  places  we  also  held  choir  practice  several 
evenings  in  the  week  for  the  senior  choir  and  the 
results  were  not  bad  at  all. 

We  visited  many  families,  mostly  in  the  even- 
ings, and  learned  incidentally  to  discuss  the  crops  in 
an  intelligent  way.  It  is  really  a  pleasure  to  talk  to 
the  country  people,  they  are  so  frank  and  sincere. 
They  certainly  toil  hard  from  sunrise  to  sunset.  We 
could  learn  many  lessons  in  industry  from  them.  The 
people  everywhere  received  us  well  and  seemed  most 
grateful  for  our  interest  in  their  children.  We  all 
benefitted  a  great  deal  from  the  tour,  both  physical- 
ly and  spiritually. 

Altogether  we  had  three  hundred  and  sixteen  chil- 
dren. We  taught  in  twelve  missions,  spending  a  week 
at  each  place.  We  were  blessed  with  fine  weather, 
so  that  the  attendance  was  excellent. 


The  lesson  had  been  on  creation,  winding  up  with 
the  last  great  event  in  the  drama — the  creation  of 
Adam  and  Eve. 

In  an  effort  to  discover  just  how  deep  an  impres- 
sion had  been  made,  Sister  started  to  question  the 
class. 

"Who  can  tell  me  how  God  made  Eve?" 

A  moment's  silence,  and  then  a  boy's  hand  went 
up:  "Please,  Sister,  God  made  Eve  out  of  the  pieces 
and  scraps  He  had  left  over  from  Adam." 


Good  old  St.  Nicholas,  we  are  told,  once  threw  a 
purse  down  a  chimney,  in  order  to  relieve  some  one 
in  distress.  The  purse  accidentally  fell  into  a  stock- 
ing which  had  been  hung  at  the  fire-place  to  dry, 
hence  the  origin  of  the  Christmas  Stocking. 


Learning  Their  Faith. 
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SUNSHINE  OF 

I  dip  my  pen  in  the  ink  of  keenest  joy  when  I 
come  to  write  in  this  cause  .  .  .  the  cause  of  the  Catho- 
lic children  of  the  Canadian  backwoods,  for  they  lie 
very  near  to  my  own  heart  as  a  missionary,  and  I 
well  know  that  there  can  be  none  which  tug  with 
more  appealing  hands  at  the  heartstrings  of  our 
Catholic  Canada. 

It  is  a  joy  born  of  many  happy  hours  spent  among 
them  .  .  .  Mischievous!  One  has  but  to  teach  them  to 
discover  their  abilities  in  this  direction,  and  as  for 
ambition,  their  'little  red  school-houses'  are  put  to 
good  use,  few  among  them  being  content  to  stop 
short  of  their  High  School  grades.  In  short,  if  one 
may  be  permitted  to  reason  from  the  particular  to 
the  general.  .  .  .these  children  stand  forth  as  lovable 
and  as  sunnyhearted  a  group  as  any  church  would  be 
proud  to  claim. 

Are  they  many  in  number,  you  ask  in  kindly  in- 
terest, and  we  reply  'Turn  down  casually  off  any 
western  highway  into  the  bush  and  you  will  find  to 
your  amaze,  even  as  we  did  to  ours,  that  they  are 
scattered  everywhere,  and  that  their  name  is 
"THOUSANDS."  Where  you  hear  the  familiar  name 
of  Mary,  Michael,  Steven  or  Josef.  .  .  .were  you  to 
stop  the  owner  and  enquire  if  he  or  she  were  Catho- 
lic, the  child  would  probably  gaze  at  you  in  sweet- 
eyed  candid  amaze,  and  pause  to  wonder  what  you 
meant.... so  little  meaning  has  the  term  for  them 
as  a  rule. 

Why  this  state  of  affairs? ....  Let  me  carry  you 
back  to  a  period  well  within  all  our  memories,  when 
one  wave  of  immigration  after  another  kept  sweep- 
ing across  Canada,  so  much  so  indeed,  that  it  was  a 
common  boast  that  a  veritable  desert  of  bushland 
had  been  peopled  overnight.  THERE  without  further 
waste  of  words  you  have  the  cause.  It  has  taken  the 
church  these  years  to  penetrate  into  them,  and  not 
before  many  children  have  been  lost  to  the  Faith,  and 
others  growing  rapidly  for  whom  it  is  a  breathless 
but  glorious  race  with  Time. 

From  personal  experience  (and  our  travels  lie 
within  narrow  limits)  I  know  that  during  this  sum- 
mer, in  our  house  to  house  visitings  of  some  dis- 
tricts, we  had  to  follow  down  trails  so  choked  with 
muskeg  and  heavy  bush,  that  one  positively  wonder- 
ed how  settlers  ever  got  in,  but  thereby  hangs  many 
a  tale  of  pioneer  days,  sad  but  utterly  intriguing. 
Breaking  their  own  land,  their  little  farms  have  been 
wrested  mostly  from  the  wilderness  of  the  primeval 
forest,  and  though  there  is  scarce  any  turn-over  of 
money,  yet  a  dependable  living  is  afforded,  a  heaven 
compared  to  the  lot  that  was  in  general  theirs  in  the 
war-ravaged  countries  of  Europe,  with  wants  that  are 
so  few  that  even  the  depression  tends  to  ignore  them, 
one  finds  them  utterly  content  except  along  one  line. 

Ask  them  about  their  religion,  and  you  will  be 
told  in  an  English  that  never  seems  so  dulcet  as 
when  it  falls  from  the  lips  of  the  little  children  who 
act  as  interpreters ....  of  how  in  the  Old  Country 
there  were  so  many  churches  everywhere,  that  they 
unthinkingly  presumed  that  such  would  be  the  case 
in  Canada.  In  view  of  the  fact  that  a  great  many  of 
our  British  Catholics  made  this  same  mistake,  and 
found  themselves  located  miles  from  anywhere  in  re- 
gard to  the  practice  of  their  Faith  .  .  .  can  we  be  too 
harsh  with  these  poor  people  who  came  from  so  far 
afield?  Are  they  appreciative  of  efforts  to  help?  One 
can  only  say,  that  again  and  again  in  their  little 
homes,  one  has  had  to  turn  away  touched  to  the 


THE  PRAIRIES 


heart  at  the  warmth  and  reverence  of  the  welcome 
shown  us  as  Catholic  Sisters. 

In  the  average  western  settlement  there  is  a  mis- 
sion church,  built  most  of  them,  it  is  true,  of  rough 
common  timber,  but  'little  beads  on  the  Rosary  of 
God'  none-the-less.  There  Mass  once  a  month  is  the 
common  routine.  When  that  particular  Sunday  comes 
the  family,  after  providing  for  the  farm  animals, 
pile  in  on  wagon  or  cutter,  and  if  the  roads  permit 
make  their  way  to  church,  others  again  traveling 
over  the  miles  on  horseback  or  on  foot.  Confessions 
first,  and  this  a  matter  that  takes  time  and  patience 
where  the  English  of  the  people  is  poor  or  nil.  Then 
comes  the  Holy  Sacrifice  and  for  a  few  brief  but 
sacred  moments  the  Blessed  Sacrament  is  on  the  al- 
tar. Then  the  busy  Missionary  makes  his  thanksgiv- 
ing, packs  his  Mass  kit,  takes  the  children  perhaps 
for  a  hurried  half-hour  of  instruction,  at  the  end  of 
which  he  locks  the  door  of  the  church  and,  still  fast- 
ing, pulls  out  for  some  other  post  to  say  a  second 
Mass.  .  .  .and  with  his  going  the  pall  of  spiritual  lone- 
liness falls  again. 

A  loneliness  that  we  of  the  city  scarce  under- 
stand.... no  Benedictions,  no  passing  visits  of  the 
Blessed  Sacrament,  no  Saturday  night  Confessions, 
no  daily  Communions,  no  First  Fridays,  no  Forty 
Hours  Devotion  and  no  May  processions  so  dear  to  the 


"Give  me  /  beg  of  you  those  things  that  moke 

for  happiness 

Train  me  I  pray  you  that  I  may  be  a  bless- 
ing to  my  world." 


NOT  WHAT  I  HAVE  BUT  WHAT  I  DO  IS  MY  KINGDOM. 
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hearts  of  children.  Sickness  and  death  may  come,  al- 
ways there  is  the  haunting  possibility  of  bad  roads 
over  which  the  priest  may  not  manage  his  way  even 
if  got  in  time.  This  is  no  exaggeration,  if  anything 
it  is  a  stating  of  the  case  mildly.  .  .  .and  I  state  it  in 
justification  of  the  parents  and  of  the  children,  who, 
attending  public  schools,  have  hardly  any  chance  to 
grow  up  practical  Catholics. 

"Feed  My  Lambs" ....  and  the  priests  beg  the 
Sisters  of  the  various  Communities  to  go  out  during 
their  holiday  months  to  teach  catechism.  If  one  may 
be  permitted  to  verge  again  into  the  personal,  then 
to  me,  as  to  most  Sisters  these  months  spent  thus 
seem  the  most  privileged  of  the  year.  There  is  a  wee 
bit  of  heaven  in  the  standing  outside  the  door  of  a 
wayside  church  of  a  sunny  summer  morning  listen- 
ing to  the  clank  of  lunch  pails  coming  down  the 
trails,  in  hours  spent  out  in  the  fields  or  down  by 
the  lakesides,  in  the  teaching  of  the  younger  chil- 
dren by  day,  and  the  older  ones  in  the  evening  when 
their  chores  are  done,  or  of  jogging  down  country 
lanes  in  horse  and  buggy  visiting  the  homes.  And  so, 
on  from  one  settlement  to  another,  two  weeks  being 
generally  spent  in  each,  ending  with  all  the  glories  of 
a  First  Communion  Sunday.  Then  home,  tired  out  in 
body,  but  utterly  refreshed  in  mind  and  soul,  and 
carrying  back  with  one  the  memory  of  many  a  sweet 
childish  face  that  will  come  to  haunt  one  in  hours 
before  the  Tabernacle;  that,  and  the  grateful  eyes  of 
the  parents  as  they  wistfully  watched  them  approach 
the  altar  rails,  often  wondering  I  suppose,  as  we  our- 
selves, if  they  would  under  existing  circumstances  be 
sure  to  kneel  so  in  other  momentous  moments  of 
their  little  lives. 

Do  you  wonder,  then,  that  one  counts  it  a  privi- 
lege to  be  allowed  to  bring  them  before  you,  to  ask 
you  to  keep  these  little  ones  of  the  bush  close  in 
your  heart  and  prayers,  even  as  you  do  your  own 
dear  ones?  For  they  are  OURS,  and  don't  forget  our 
missionary  priests.  .  .God  bless  them.  .  .the  lives  of 
sacrifice  that  most  of  them  lead  here  at  our  very 
doors  can  be  best  left  to  your  own  imaginings.  How 
truly  was  it  said  of  them  by  a  western  Bishop  "I  am 
their  Bishop  and  my  heart  aches  for  them,  but  I 
know  that  they  are,  without  realizing  it,  writing  the 
most  glorious  page  of  missionary  endeavour  ever 
penned  in  the  annals  of  our  Church  History." 

We  are  apt  to  leave  it  all  to  our  priests  and  is 
it  fair!  They  are  carrying  on  dauntlessly  in  territories 
where  missionaries  of  other  denominations,  men  of 
noble  worth,  have  pulled  out  with  clear  conscience  in 
these  hard  days  of  depression.  What  holds  our  priests 
...what  probably  more  so  than  the  innocent  chil- 
dren who  are  to  many  of  them  their  most  harrow- 
ing and  greatest  anxiety.  In  an  effort  to  help  them 
in  this  regard  until  such  days  as  there  will  be  more 


A  Real  Poser:    "Katie,  who  made  you?" 


Learning  Catechism  in  Nature's  Classroom. 


missionaries,  catechetical  houses  have  been  estab- 
lished by  our  Community  of  the  Sisters  of  Service 
from  whence  catechism  is  taught  by  mail.  This,  while 
it  offers  a  solution,  also  offers  a  very  simple  way  of 
helping.  All  that  is  needed  is  STAMPS,  every  stamp 
means  a  lesson,  and  every  lesson  means ...  .well  you 
know  just  how  much.... what  scope  for  CATHOLIC 
ACTION  of  the  most  practical  kind! 

During  the  past  eight  years  these  lessons  have  been 
going  out,  then  coming  back  to  be  corrected,  and  new 
ones  returned  with  them.  Do  the  children  like  them? 
It  would  seem  so  judging  from  the  returns  and  the 
hundreds  on  the  mailing  lists,  lists  which  are  growing 
all  the  time.  We  asked  that  same  question  this  year 
in  one  of  the  settlements  where  we  were  teaching,  and 
were  amused  to  find  out,  that  on  the  day  the  weekly 
mail  arrives,  the  children  usually  race  each  other  to 
the  store,  to  see  who  can  get  the  catechism  lessons 
first,  the  holy  pictures  enclosed  as  prizes  being  not  a 
little  bit.  of  the  attraction. ..  .while  a  personal  letter 
from  the  Sister  it  appears,  gives  the  recipient  great 
prestige.  In  connection  with  this  work  there  is  a 
lending  library  and  every  month  there  is  a  four  page 
bulletin  suitable  to  their  age  sent  out.  During  the  long 
snowy  months,  the  older  people  told  us,  they  spent  many 
an  enjoyable  evening  reading  and  re-reading  the  maga- 
zines and  newspapers,  which  folks  with  the  love  of 
God  deep  in  their  hearts,  send  regularly  to  us  to  send 
to  them. 

Not  long  ago  when  visiting  one  of  our  Catechetical 
Houses,  I  noticed  that  underneath  the  long  office  table 
were  neat  stacks  of  addressed  papers,  "No  stamps,  Sis- 
ter, to  mail  them  out,"  was  the  reply  to  my  question- 
ins.-.  This  comes  as  an  appeal  to  our  more  fortunate 
children  in  the  Catholic  convent  schools,  to  our  teach- 
ers, our  many  sodalities,  our  study  clubs.  The  idea  is 
practical  and  easy  of  execution,  namely  the  collection 
of  stamps — no  number  being  too  few  to  send.  This  is 
a  Catholic  and  Canadian  Apostolate,  a  helping  in  the 
great  race  for  souls.... for  Canada  and  the  Church 
march  forward  on  the  feet  of  the  little  children  of 
TODAY. 


PROFESSION  AT  THE  NOVITIATE. 

On  October  15th,  Feast  of  St.  Teresa,  one  of  our 
special  patrons,  Sister  Vincenzia  Liotta  had  the  happi- 
ness of  making  her  first  profession  in  the  Novitiate 
chapel.  Her  vows  were  received  by  Reverend  Father 
Nealon. 

A  few  days  after  Profession  Sister  Liotta  left  for 
the  missions,  taking  up  work  at  our  Ottawa  Hostel. 


IT  IS  A  SILLY  FISH  THAT  IS  CAUGHT  TWICE  WITH  THE  SAME  RAIT. 
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Catechizing  in  Powell  River,  B.C. 


To  reach  Powell  River  one  goes  by  boat  which 
leaves  Vancouver  three  times  a  week.  We  left  on 
Thursday  evening,  taking  our  car  with  us,  and  ar- 
rived in  Powell  River  early  Friday  morning.  We  were 
met  by  Father  C.  and  he  led  the  way  up  a  hill  to  our 
quarters.  What  a  hill!  It  is  almost  perpendicular 
and  our  breath  was  well-nigh  exhausted  when  we 
reached  the  top.  Leaving  our  suitcases,  we  went  to 
the  Church  for  Mass  and  Communion,  after  which 
we  toured  the  town  and  outskirts  looking  for  our 
pupils.  Whenever  we  saw  children  we  asked  if  they 
were  Catholics,  and  if  so  we  invited  them  to  be  at 
the  Church  at  3.30  p.m.  for  catechism. 

At  3.30  we  held  our  first  class  and  from  then  on 
classes  in  Powell  River  were  conducted  on  Mondays, 
Wednesdays,  Fridays,  Saturdays  and  Sundays. 

On  Sunday  we  had  our  first  trip  to  Oak-over-Arm, 
fifteen  miles  away — a  journey  we  shall  not  forget  in 


found  four  children  to  be  prepared  for  First  Com- 
munion. A  family  of  nine  were  living  in  a  shack 
supported  on  stilts  over  the  water.  The  goats  and 
chickens  roamed  at  large,  brushing  up  against  us 
now  and  then.  What  a  poor,  miserable  place!  Yet 
they  seemed  very  happy  and  the  children  knew  their 
catechism.  We  promised  to  return  the  following  Sun- 
day and  the  father  guided  us  back  to  the  place  where 
we  had  parked  our  car,  entertaining  us  the  while  with 
tales  of  bears  and  cayugas,  which  inhabit  the  woods. 
You  may  be  sure  our  eyes  did  double  duty,  watching 
behind,  before,  left,  right  and  below — and  were  we 
grateful  to  see  the  car!  We  arrived  home  safely — 
Deo  Gratias! 

At  a  place  called  Kelly  Creek  we  found  two  fami- 
lies, four  children  in  one  and  three  in  the  other,  so 
we  promptly  started  to  prepare  them  for  the  Sacra- 
ments. They  were  very  anxious  and  quick  to  learn; 
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One  of  the  Catholic  Families  Instructed  by  the  Sisters. 


a  hurry.  All  was  fine  until  we  reached  the  turn  to 
the  above-mentioned  place.  Then  the  fun  began!  The 
road  was  a  mud  one,  just  wide  enough  for  the  car. 
We  went  on  down  through  a  real  forest,  the  trees 
meeting  overhead;  it  surely  was  a  wild  place.  At 
last  we  arrived  at  a  house  and  enquired  for  the 
family  we  were  in  search  of.  We  were  told  we  were 
n  arly  two  miles  out  of  our  way,  so  we  had  to  go 
back  and  try  again.  The  next  trail  also  ended  in  dis- 
appointment, so  we  took  a  third  one.  We  were  walk- 
ing quite  gingerly  when  a  snake  crossed  our  path. 
We  jumped  out  of  its  way  only  to  find  ourselves  on 
the  brink  of  a  nest  of  them.  Petrified,  we  looked  at 
each  other,  and  it  took  a  few  moments  to  get  going 
again.  Soon  we  came  to  a  house,  only  to  find  it 
empty,  so  we  tried  yet  another  trail.  Naturally,  after 
the  previous  experience,  we  watched  our  steps,  but 
in  spite  of  all  precautions,  one  of  us  actually  stepped 
on  another  snake,  much  to  our  distress.  Evidently 
the  creatures  were  harmless,  but  how  were  we  to 
know  that? 

Eventually  we   arrived   at  our   destination  and 


after  the  second  trip  we  discovered  they  were  Greek 
Orthodox,  and  were  not  willing  to  change — so  we 
could  do  no  more  for  them. 

The  days  on  which  we  did  not  teach  we  hunted 
up  the  stray  sheep.  We  had  two  adults  and  two  con- 
verts for  Confirmation. 

The  last  week  was  a  grand  one  to  be  sure.  Every- 
thing happened  at  once,  many  new  children  came 
who  had  to  be  taught  much  in  a  short  time.  On  Sat- 
urday we  were  to  decorate  the  Church,  so  we  started 
in  early,  using  cedar  boughs  and  ferns.  In  the  after- 
noon we  taught  catechism  and  in  the  evening  we  es- 
sayed to  make  a  canopy  for  the  throne  of  the  Arch- 
bishop which  we  had  erected  in  the  morning.  We 
used  purple  from  the  statues  draped  over  a  sheet  and 
tied  back  with  yellow  paper.  It  was  midnight  when 
we  had  completed  everything  to  our  satisfaction. 

At  5.30  in  the  morning  we  drove  out  into  the 
country  to  collect  the  children  who  could  not  walk  in 
to  church.  We  were  back  in  the  church  at  seven  and 
the  children  were  fast  arriving.  Mass  was  at  8.15  and 
the  children  received  Holy  Communion  from  the  Arch- 


A  GIFT  WITH  A  KIND  COUNTENANCE  IS  A  DOUBLE  GIFT. 
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After  First  Communion,  B.C. 

bishop  who  had  arrived  at  6.30.  Between  Masses  the 
little  ones  had  a  bite  to  eat  before  the  Confirmation 
Mass.  Each  child  had  its  own  sponsor,  and  as  there 
were  eighty-eight  confirmed,  the  church  was  well 
crowded. 

In  the  evening  all  the  children  returned  to  be  en- 
rolled in  the  Scapular.  After  Benediction  we  had  to 
drive  to  Wildwood — three  miles  away,  and  all  up 
hill — to  get  a  couple  who  were  going  to  have  their 
marriage  fixed  up.  We  had  been  after  them  before, 
but  to  no  avail.  The  Archbishop  asked  us  to  go 
again  and  try  to  get  them  to  see  him.  They  con- 
sented, and  everything  was  righted  for  them — thank 
God.   It  was  a  good  closing  to  a  full  day. 

Here  are  a  few  amusing  answers  we  received  from 
the  children:  — 

Q.  How  would  you  baptize  a  baby  if  it  were  dying? 

A.  I'd  pour  boiling  water  over  the  baby's  head,  etc. 

Q.  Could  you  use  tea? 

A.  No,  Sister,  only  boiling  water. 

(Let's  hope  he  never  baptizes  anyone). 

Q.  When  did  God  begin? 

A.  He  always  was. 

Q.  Fine.  When  did  you  begin? 

A.  January  17th,  1925. 


A  MISSIONARY  GANDER  IN  ALBERTA. 

This  summer  while  catechizing  in  the  country  dis- 
tricts of  Alberta  we  were  asked  to  visit  a  family 
where  there  was  a  boy  of  nine  years,  all  prepared 
for  his  First  Communion,  but  whose  father  refused 
to  permit  him  to  receive  the  Sacrament. 

Sister  and  I  started  out  on  this  truly  missionary 
adventure.  As  we  neared  the  house  the  man  came 
out  and  seemed  to  be  waiting  for  us.  Just  then  an 
old  gander  and  about  seven  geese  came  running  be- 
hind us  hissing  and  flapping  their  wings.  Needless  to 
say,  we  ran,  too,  and  headed  for  the  first  gatei.  When 
we  were  safely  on  the  other  side  we  looked  around 
to  discover  that  we  had  landed  in  the  man's  chicken 
coop.  He  came  to  our  rescue  and  after  we  all  had  a 
good  laugh  we  began  explaining  our  visit.  Sister 
prayed  while  I  talked. 

He  would  give  us  no  satisfaction  at  all  and  made 
many  excuses.  All  this  while  he  kept  us  outside  the 
house.  Then  we  asked  if  we  might  see  the  boy,  so 
he  invited  us  in.  We  talked  for  a  while  about  the 
crop,  etc.,  gave  the  children  holy  pictures  and  medals, 
and  when  leaving  asked  the  man  again  to  send  Stan- 
ley to  our  classes.  His  only  reply  was  a  shrug  of  the 
shoulders.  However,  he  came  outside  and  kept  the 
geese  away  until  we  were  safe. 

The  next  day  we  commenced  to  teach  in  R.  With- 
out mentioning  any  names  we  told  the  pupils  about 


Little  griefs  may  break  a  heart,  and  on  the  con- 
trary little  joys  may  make  a  whole  life  happy.  Let 
us  keep  our  eyes  to  the  little  joys,  to  the  common 
things  that  make  up  the  sum  of  life  to  most  of  us. 


Christmas  Carols  had  their  beginning  among  the 
Monks  of  St.  Gall,  Ireland,  during  the  Eighth  Century. 


Starting  on  a  Missionary  Journey. 

this  boy  and  then  said  the  Rosary  with  them  each 
day  that  he  might  be  able  to  make  his  First  Com- 
munion. The  next  time  we  saw  Father  he  said  the 
boy  was  attending  all  the  classes.  He  made  his  First 
Communion  and  his  sister  also  went  to  church  that 
morning.  We  shall  keep  in  touch  with  them  by  the 
Correspondence  Course.  This  surely  is  a  direct  an- 
swer to  prayer,  and  we  also  believe  that  the  old 
gander  helped  by  putting  them  all  in  good  humour. 

After  finishing  at  R.  we  taught  at  G.  We  both 
taught  in  the  church  for  a  few  days.  We  then  noticed 
that  the  children  about  eight  miles  away  were  not 
coming.  So  we  separated,  one  teaching  at  the  church 
and  the  other  staying  with  a  nice  family  seven  miles 
away.  The  mode  of  conveyance  was  a  two-wheel 
pony  cart. 


Confirmation  Class,  B.C. 


NEWSLETS  FROM  EDSON  HOSPITAL. 
Distinguished  Visitor. 

Our  Edson  Hospital  was  favoured  this  summer 
with  a  visit  from  the  Italian  Consul,  who  expressed 
himself  as  being  very  pleased  with  the  hospital  and 
surroundings. 


DEEDS  ARE  FRUITS,  WORDS  ARE  LEAVES. 
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Too  Many  Potatoes. 

Four  children  were  admitted,  all  suffering  from 
scurvy.  It  seems  their  diet  all  winter  was  potatoes, 
potatoes,  and  more  potatoes.  Two  are  practically  cured 
and  the  other  two  will  soon  be  healthy  again.  They 
are  as  cute  as  can  be  now,  but  they  were  not  always 
thus. 

Hip  Dislocated  Three  Months. 

In  the  hospital  at  present  there  is  a  little  half- 
breed  boy,  who  fell  off  his  horse  and  dislocated  his 
hip.  The  accident  happened  about  three  months  ago, 
but  the  lad  would  not  tell  his  parents  what  had  hap- 
pened, so  they  thought  he  was  suffering  from  rheu- 
matism and  made  him  crutches.  The  priest  who  goes 
there  once  a  month  reported  the  case,  but  before  any- 
think  was  done  the  father  walked  to  the  Forest  Ran- 
ger for  help — a  distance  of  one  hundred  miles. 

It  took  them  six  days  to  get  the  l'ttle  lad  to  hos- 
pital. They  brought  him  on  a  low  dog-wagon,  on  an 
air  mattress.  An  anaesthetic  had  to  be  given  to  the 
boy  before  he  could  be  X-rayed,  as  he  could  not  stand 
the  pain  of  motion. 

Tho  doctor  has  him  all  fixed  up  now,  but  it  will 
be  some  time  before  he  is  running  around.  He  did 
not  speak  English  when  he  came  to  the  hospital, 
but  he  is  picking  it  up  rapidly  and  is  quite  proud  of 
himself.  He  speaks  Cree  and  has  his  little  prayer- 
book  in  Cree. 

Perforated  Ulcer. 

One  night  a  man  was  brought  in  suffering  ex- 
treme pain.  The  doctor  examined  him  and  pro- 
nounced "perforated  ulcer  of  the  stomach."  The  man 
refused  an  operation.  He  is  a  Polish  Catholic  and 
does  not  speak  very  good  English.  Sister  called  Fa- 
ther to  see  what  he  could  do  by  way  of  persuasion. 
After  a  while  he  consented  to  the  operation.  He  is 
now  getting  along  nicely  and  thinks  he  is  in  a  great 
place.  He  will  say  sometimes:  "Nice  place!  Good 
doctor,  good  sisters,  good  father!" 

Gratitude. 

Here  is  a  sample  of  letters  received  frequently 
from  patients  who  have  been  treated  at  the  hospital: 

"Dear  Sisters:  May  I  thank  you  again  for  your 
kindness?  I  know  you  will  never  realize  what  it 
meant  to  me.  I  know,  too,  that  I  will  never  forget  it 
and  my  time  in  the  hospital  will  always  be  one  of 
my  most  pleasing  memories." 


FROM  GRATEFUL  HEARTS. 

The  following  extracts  from  letters  received  from 
hostel  girls  show  how  their  hearts  turn  with  grati- 
tude towards  the  Sisters  who  befriended  them  during 
their  lonesome  "first  days"  in  Canada: 

"No,  Sister,  I  never  forget  to  say  a  prayer  for  the 
Sisters.  I  do  not  know  what  we  girls  would  do  with- 
out you  and  your  comfortable  Hostel." — (Canadian- 
born,  of  Italian  parents  in  M.,  Alberta). 

"I  am  taking  this  chance  of  sending  you  a  Christ- 
mas pudding  for  yourselves  and  as  many  of  the  girls 
as  it  will  go  over.  It  is  very  rich  and  very  good  like 
all  Scotch-made.  I  am  also  sending  my  offering  to 
St.  Anthony's  Club.  The  sweater  is  made  out  of  an 
old  knitted  skirt,  so  you  see,  Sister,  I  am  thinking  of 
you  and  of  your  work  while  I  am  far  away  from  the 
rest." — (From  the  first  girl  who  registered  at  Ed- 
monton Hostel). 


MORE  APPRECIATION. 

The  letter  below  we  print  as  it  was  received,  every 
word  breathing  heartfelt  appreciation  and  gratitude 
for  assistance  rendered  by  our  Sisters  at  the  port. 
Dear  Sisters  of  Service: 

To  recall  you  who  might  be  the  writer  of  this 
letter,  I  am  the  husband  of  the  mother  of  the  four 


children,  two  boys  and  two  girls.  They  came  from 
Roumania. 

They  arrived  safe  and  sound.  My  wife  could  not 
stop  telling  me  what  you  did  for  her  and  it  made  me 
feel  good  to  listen.  I  just  cannot  find  words  to  ex- 
press my  feeling  to  thank  you.  I  certainly  appreciate 
it  very  highly  what  you  did  for  me.  I  wish  I  could 
repay  you  in  some  way. 

Accept  my  warmest  thanks  and  my  best  comple- 
ment to  all  of  you  whom  it  might  concernt. 

Sincerely, 

Adolf  Fait, 

Wingdam  Mines,  B.C. 
P.S. — I  would  be  glad  to  know  that  you  received 
this  letter. 


"A  POSTULANT  ARRIVES". 
We  have  just  had  the  pleasure  of  reading  the 
above  pamphlet,  published  by  The  Preservation  of 
the  Faith,  Holy  Trinity  Heights,  Silver  Springs,  Md., 

price  10c. 

This  little  pamphlet  gives  a  true  and  vivid  des- 
cription of  the  early  days  of  a  postulant.  The  story 
reaches  the  heart  of  any  one  who  is  or  ever  was  a 
postulant  in  a  religious  community.  The  portrayal 
of  those  early  hours  of  bewildered  loneliness,  bright- 
ened by  special  spiritual  consolations  and  high  as- 
pirations towards  the  future  goal,  cannot  fail  to  touch 
a  chord  of  interest  in  all  who  have  experienced  the 
hopes  and  fears,  sunlight  and  shadow  of  postulancy. 

We  think,  too,  it  will  be  an  encouragement  to 
those  who  are  hesitating  on  the  threshold  of  reli- 
gious life,  fearing  that  only  extraordinary  persons 
should  aspire  to  a  missionary  vocation. 


STANLEY  PARK. 

(Continued  from  page  6) 
after  cremation,  and  within  sight  of  the  Siwash  Rock, 
scattered  to  the  free  winds  of  the  mountains  and 
ocean,  so  it  is  said.  This  Siwash  Rock  has  for  cen- 
turies ranked  in  the  Indian  lore,  and  stands  forth  to 
the  red  man  as  an  emblem  and  a  reminder  of  the 
nobility  of  fatherland — and  this  from  a  savage  race. 

Evening  in  Stanley  Park  comes  with  the  sense 
of  benediction.  The  sun  drops  lower  and  lower  into 
the  waters,  the  mountains  throw  off  their  afternoon 
heat  haze  and  appear  etched  in  the  dramatic  beauty 
of  deep  blue  outline  against  the  sky.  Up  from  the 
sands  come  the  last  calls  of  the  mothers,  and  the 
answering  shouts  of  the  children  as  they  turn  reluc- 
tantly home  for  supper.  In  the  air,  all  turned  to 
gold,  the  sea  gulls  wheel  lazily,  hovering  around  the 
fishing  fleet  making  ready  for  yet  another  night's 
watch — and  perhaps  out  from  the  West  will  come  the 
air  mail  from  Victoria,  like  a  bird  on  the  wing,  throb- 
bing home  at  eventide. 

Then  as  evening  deepens  into  night,  a  night  beau- 
tiful with  the  whirring  of  soft  wings — the  darkness 
falls.  The  lights  of  the  city  begin  to  shine  out,  fad-'* 
ing  among  the  mountains  or  far  along  the  shores. 
The  moon  rises  high  over  the  ocean  and  the  whole  ■ 
scene  appears  like  an  exquisite  silhouette  in  black  and 
silver — a  silhouette  from  a  Hand  Divine.  Then  home- 
wards through  the  night — the  air  friendly  with  the 
sound  of  human  voices,  for  the  park  is  the  favorite 
playground  of  all  Vancouver's  children,  little  and 
grown,  a  swing  past  the  harbour  where  the  reflected 
lights  of  many  ships  twinkle  in  the  waters,  and  out 
by  the  gate  at  whose  entrance  sleeps  the  Lost  Lagoon. 


O  lure  of  the  Lost  Lagoon, 

I  dream  to-night  that  my  paddle  blurs 
The  purple  shade  where  the  seaweed  stirs, 
I  hear  the  call  of  the  singing  firs 

In  the  hush  of  the  silver  moon. 


KIND  WORDS  IX)  NOT  WEAR  OUT  THE  TONGUE. 
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Dear  Young  People : 

Christmas  joy  is  once 
more  filling  the  air. 
Did  you  ever  ask  your- 
selves why  the  very  at- 
mosphere seems  charg- 
ed with  happiness  dur- 
ing the  Christmas  sea- 
son?1 There  seems  to 
be  no  room  for  any- 
thing but  love,  peace 
and  cheerfulness.  The 
reason  is  that  Christ- 
mas is'  the  season  of 
giving.  Almost  every- 
one is  giving  something 
to  somebody.  And  all  this  exchanging  of  gifts 
with  our  loved  ones  is  a  symbol  of  our  gratitude 
for  the  great  Gift  given  us  by  Eternal  Love  on 
the  first  Christmas. 

With  hearts  athrill,  our  thoughts  dwell  on  the 
Baby  in  Mary's  arms — God  come  down  to  the 
level  of  His  own  creation  for  love  of  us.  And, 
fired  by  this  Divine  Example,  we  are  seized  with 
the  desire  to  give.  There  is  no  place  under  heaven 
so  fertile  in  generous  impulses  as  the  manger  in 
the  Cave  of  Bethlehem. 

The  happiest  people  in  the  world  are  those 
who  are-  always  giving,  so  if  we  want  to  be  happy 
let  us  get  the  habit.  Some  think  that  gifts  must 
be  material- — money,  jewelry,  clothing,  etc  This 
is  a  mistake.  The  best  gifts  are  beyond  the  reach 
of  money.  For  instance,  a  pleasant  smile,  a  sym- 
pathetic look,  a  helpful  criticism,  are  gifts  beyond 
price.  We  all  have  an  inexhaustible  supply  of 
such  treasures,  and  yet — the  pity  of  it — how  sel- 
dom do  we  take  the  trouble  to  bestow  them  on 
those  around  us.  A  loving 
smile  may  brighten  a  whole 
day  for  some  one  near  us 
and  yet,  though  it  cost  us 
nothing,  we  cannot  be  both- 
ered to  give  it. 

If  we  could  only  realize 
the  happiness  we  are  miss- 
ing when  we  selfishly  refuse 
to  give  the  best  we  have  to 
those  about  us !  If  we  can 
give  money  and  material 
aid,  well  and  good,  only  we 
should  not  deceive  ourselves 
by  thinking  they  are  the 
best  kind  of  gifts. 

Let  us  during  this  Christ- 
mas season    make  up  our 


minds  to  acquire  the  habit  of  giving  —  giving 
joy,  giving  love,  giving  sympathy,  giving  kind- 
ness— all  in  honour  and  in  emulation  of  the  great 
Gift  that  comes  to  us  every  Christmas — the  Babe 
of  Bethlehem. 

So  my  Christmas  Wish  for  all  Young  Mission- 
aries this  year  is  that  the  Infant  Jesus  may  give 
you  hearts  full  of  the  desire  to  give.  And  in  the 
giving,  do  not  forget  that  the  best  gift  should  go 
to  Him  Who  has  given  all  for  you.  What  is  that 
best  gift?  As  I  have  so  often  told  you  before — ■ 
it  is  your  heart,  with  all  its  love. 

THE  CAPTAIN,  Y.M.C.K. 


CHRISTMAS  LEGENDS. 

The  Baby  Jesus'  First  Miracle. 

A  little  blind  child  hearing  the  wondrous  story 
of  the  birth  of  the  Little  Babe  and  the  Angels-' 
songs,  found  his  way  to  the  Stable  of  Bethlehem. 
Palling  on  his  knees  at  the  crib,  he  kissed  the  feet 
of  the  Infant,  exclaiming  in  tones  of  love  and 
faith:  "Little  Jesus,  I  adore  Thee."  Instantly 
his  sight  was  restored,  the  Holy  Babe  performing 
His  first  miracle. 

Another  legend  tells  the  origin  of  the  Christ- 
mas Rose  as  follows :  A  little  sister  of  one  of  the 
shepherds,  hearing  her  brother  relate  the  story 
of  the  star,  and  the  Little  Child  in  the  stable, 
hastened  away  to  see  the  Infant.  Gazing  at  the 
Babe,  her  childish  heart  was  filled  with  pity,  childL 
like  she  wanted  to  give  It  some  offering,  but  alas! 
she  had  naught  to  give.  An  angel,  beholding  her 
distress,  asked  the  cause  and  on  being  told, 
waved  his  hand,  and  lo!  beautiful  roses  sprang 
up.  The  little  girl  gleefully  plucked  them,  offer- 
ing them  to  the  Babe,  Who  smiled  sweetly  on  her. 


IF  YOU  WISH  A  THING  DONE,  GO;  IF  NOT,  SEND. 
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er  uour  silver  for  souls 


j  OUR  BENEFACTORS 

Donations  from  June  1st  to  November  15th,  1935 


j 


$25.00. 
Brunet,  Rev.  Fr. 
Gillooley,  C.  J. 
McGinn,  Mrs.  E. 
McGuire,  Rev.  Fr.  P. 
A  Friend. 


L.C.F. 


$20.00. 


C.SS.R. 
P.,  C.SS.R 


$13.00. 
Mission  Bureau. 

$10.00. 
Brennan,  Rev.  Fr. 
Clancy,  J.  R. 
Cochrane,  Mrs.  J. 
Dooley,  J.  M. 
Journault,  Rev.  Fr., 
Levesque,  Very  Rev. 
MacDonald,  M. 
MacDonalu,  Mrs.  B. 
MacMaster,  A. 
Nicholson,  Rev.  P.  J. 
O'Brien,  Rev.  M.  T. 
Overs,  E.  M. 
Warde,  J.  D. 
Walsh,  Rev.  Fr. 
Young  Ladies'  Sodality. 
Estate  of  J.  Henderson. 

$7.00. 

MacKell,  Mrs. 

$5.00. 
Barry,  Rev.  Fr. 
Bohan,  M.  A. 
Bruton,  Mrs.  M.  J. 
C.C.S.M.C.,  Hamilton. 
Collins,  Rev.  J.,  C.SS.R. 
Coughlin,  Misses. 
Culkin,  Mrs.  J. 
Coll,  M. 

Corrigan,  Rev.  J.  F. 
Deland,  E.  J. 
Elliott,  Mrs.  J.  A. 
Foley,  Rev.  J.  M. 
French,  Rev.  Fr. 
Hourigan,  Mrs.  W.  P. 
Larkin,  I. 
Layde,  M. 

MacDonald,  Rev.  A.  R. 
McKenty,  Dr.  J. 
Mt.  St.  Bernard. 
Palmer,  A. 
Prance,  Rev.  G.  F. 
Quinn,  J.  E. 

Reardon,  Very  Rev.  J.  M. 
Redemptorist  Fathers,  Ottawa. 
Rutten,  H. 
Wheeler,  P. 


$2.00. 

Bishop,  Rev.  W.  H. 
Cody,  Rev.  J.  C. 
Durmin,  Rev.  J.  J. 
King,  A. 
Kennedy,  M. 
Leyes,  Rev.  Fr. 
Lenhard,  Rev.  Fr. 
Kiely,  Rev.  J.  M. 
Kavanaugh,  M.  and  E. 
Landers,  J. 
Lewis,  J.  P. 
Macklin,  F. 

St.  Joseph's  Mercy  Hospital. 
Shea,  Mrs. 
Tighe,  B. 
O'Connor,  A. 

$3.00. 

Chisholm. 
Allchin,  Rev.  F.  J. 
Mackesy,  Rev.  J.  A. 


Heynen,  Rev.  W.  L. 
Cloran,  J. 
Maher,  M.  F. 
Vaughan,  M. 

$1.50. 
Drummond,  L. 
O'Reilly,  J.  D. 

$1.00. 

Bennett,  J.  M. 
Chisholm,  K. 
Donovan,  M. 
Hughes,  J.  A. 
Hannigan,  K. 
Flatley,  Mrs. 
Feurth,  Rev.  Fr. 
Hickey,  R.  T. 
Griffin.  Mrs.  P. 
Hopper,  Rev.  W.  E. 
Lenihan,  T.  C. 
Lambert,  F. 


Hayward,  D. 


$3.68. 


THANKS 


We  are  sincerely  grateful  to  all  those  who  by  do- 
nations or  patronage  have  helped  to  make  a  success 
of  our  mission  exhibit  and  bazaar. 

Our  thanks  go  also  to  the  Oakville  Subdivision 
of  the  Catholic  Women's  League  for  a  generous  do- 
nation of  fruit  and  pickles.  This  Subdivision  has 
been  sending  a  similar  donation  every  year  for  some 
time  and  we  surely  appreciate  this  thoughtful  kind- 
ness. 

From  Miss  Margaret  Macdonald.  of  Richmond, 
Que.,  we  have  received  another  very  useful  assort- 
ment of  knitted  goods,  which  we  know  will  be  warm- 
ly welcomed  by  our  poor  little  ones  in  the  West. 
We  are  indeed  grateful  to  Miss  Macdonald  for  this 
continued  assistance. 

Miss  L.  Martin,  of  Penetang.  Ont.,  has  once  again 
remembered  our  missions  by  a  donation  of  many 
useful  and  beautiful  religious  articles,  which  will 
be  received  with  joy  by  our  Sisters  in  the  mission 
field.  Miss  Martin  has  also  again  given  practical 
proof  of  her  devotion  to  the  Blessed  Sacrament  by 
donating  the  wherewithal  to  keep  a  sanctuary  lamp 
burning  for  a  year  in  one  of  our  missions. 

We  are  grateful  to  the  Junior  Subdivision  of  the 
Catholic  Women's  League  of  Chatham.  Ont.,  for  a 
Christmas  box,  sent  to  our  Vilna  hospital. 

From  Miss  Teresa  Bench  our  Sisters  at  Edson 
Hospital  received  a  generous  contribution  of  useful 
articles.  Our  sincerest  thanks  go  to  the  donor,  who 
has  always  been  a  good  friend  of  our  mission  work. 


Lyon,  Mrs. 
McNamara,  S.  J. 
McGrenere,  Mrs. 
McCarthy,  A. 
Laudreville.  Mrs.  M. 
Mulroney,  Mrs.  G. 
Moore,  K. 
MacLellan,  Mrs.  C. 
McLaughlin,  C. 
McAdam,  M. 

ODonnell.  Rev.  D.,  C.SS.R. 
Osborne,  V. 
O'Reilly.  Rev.  J.  B. 
Rosar.  Mrs.  W.  J. 
Sr.  M.  Mercedes. 
Sisters  of  St.  Joseph. 
Tracey,  E. 
Y.M.C.K.,  Toronto. 

CATECHETICAL  STAMP 
APPEAL. 


Deniss,  V. 


$3.20. 


$2.00. 


Deland.  E. 
Overs.  E.  M. 
Riordan,  Mrs. 
Sr.  Josephs. 

$1.30. 

Srs.  of  Providence. 

$1.25. 
Caverly.  B.  M. 
Thomas,  Mrs. 

$1.00. 

Bowlen.  Rev.  Fr. 
Crowley,  H.  M. 
C.C.S.M.C..  Halifax. 
Deland,  Mrs.  A.  N. 
Gough,  H. 
Guest,  Mrs.  W. 
Lamb,  A.  M. 
Loretto  Abbey  School. 
Featherstone.  Mrs.  C. 
MacMaster,  R. 
Martin,  M. 
McKeown.  A. 
Nokeley,  M. 
O'Connor.  Mrs.  M.  F. 
Sweeney.  L. 
Weber,  M.  P. 

DIME  SAVERS. 

St.  Catharines  Parish,  $54.50. 
N.  Hart,  $1.00. 

HONORARY  MEMBERS. 

M.  Black. 
E.  Gibson. 


THE  KNOWLEDGE  OF  CHRIST  MUST  GO  TO  MEN  THROUGH  MEN. 


GLORIA  IN  EXCELSIS  DEO! 


Over  the  Cup  of  ruby  wine. 

Over  the  Host  of  white. 
Another  Christ  now  breathes  the  word 

Of  consecrated  rite; 
And  He  Who  lay  on  Marys  breast 

That  wondrous  Christmas  night. 
At  call  of  His  anointed  one, 

Comes  down  from  Heaven  s  height. 


"/  have  come  to  serve" 


g>teter£  of  §£>erfcuce 


/^f^HE  Institute  of  the  "SISTERS  OF  SERVICE"  is  a  missionary  society  founded  for  the 
|IL  home-mission  field.     As  CATECHISTS,  TEACHERS,  NURSES  and  SOCIAL 
WORKERS  these  Sisters  dedicate  their  life  to  the  spiritual  and  temporal  welfare  of 
settlers  in  the  outlying  districts  of  Western  Canada. 


Canada 
Needs 

the 
Sisters 

of 
Service 


Halifax,  N.S.  . 
Quebec,  Que.  . . 
Montreal,  Que. 
Ottawa,  Ont.  . 
Toronto,  Ont.  . 
Winnipeg,  Man. 


The 
Sisters 

of  I 
Service 
Need 
Canada 


Headquarters — 2  Wellesley  Place,  Toronto 
Novitiate — 60  Glen  Road,  Toronto 

MISSIONS 


Port  Work 
Port  Work 

 Hostel 

 Hostel 

 Hostel 

 Hostel 


(  'amp  Morton.  .Man  2  Schools 

Itcgina.  Sask  Catechetical  Centre 

Edmonton.  Alta  Catechetical  Centre 

Edmonton.  Alta  Hostel 

Vilna,  Alta  Hospital 

Edson,  Alta   Hospital 

Vancouver.  B.C  Hostel 


Correspondence  is  Invited 


s.  o.  s. 

A  CATHOLIC  CANADIAN  ENDEAVOUR 


I     What  some  Bishops  of  the 
I     Canadian  Hierarchy  Think  of 
I     the  Catholic  and  National  Mis- 
sionary Endeavour  of  the 
"Sisters  of  Service" 

"The  Bishops  of  Canada  recom- 
mend the  zealous  and  devoted  ac- 
tivities of  the  Sisters  of  Service." 
— Report  of  the  plenary  meeting  of 

the  Canadian  Hierarchy,  Quebec, 

Oct.,  1928. 

"I  regard  the  founding  of  the 
i  Society  known  as  the  'Sisters  of 
I  Service'  as  a  very  important  step 
J  towards  a  solution  of  the  problem 
I  of  immigration.  Its  purpose  com- 
!  bines  the  safeguarding  of  the  faith 
I  with  social  and  civic  betterment 
1  from  a  Canadian  point  of  view.  It 
I  is  constructive  work  of  the  best 
j  kind.  Though  originating  in  Toronto,  it  is  not 
I  in  any  sense  for  Toronto.  It  appeals  to  the 
!  whole  Dominion.  One  needs  but  two  qualities, 
I  love  of  God  and  love  of  Canada,  to  become 
!     interested  in  the  success  of  the  'Sisters  of  Service'." 

N.  McNeil, 

Archbishop  of  Toronto. 

"While  Vicar  General  of  Edmonton  I  saw  at 
j     close  range  the  excellent  work  done  by  the  Sis- 
'     ters  of  Service  in  their  multiple  missionary  activi- 
I     ties.    I  cannot  too  highly  commend  their  zeal  and 
1     energy  for  the  salvation  of  the  most  abandoned 
I     souls  of  Western  Canada.    The  correspondence 
j     course  in  religious  instruction,  which  they  carry 
on  with  such  success,  deserves  a  special  tribute, 
as  they  thus  minister  to  the  little  ones  of  Christ 
far  from  Church  and  Catholic  school." 

►J<  James  C.  McGuigan. 

Archbishop  of  Begina. 

"The  work  of  the  'Sisters  of  Service'  will 
certainly  fill  a  great  need  out  here.    The  only 
limit  to  their  labours  would  be  the  number  of 
I     subjects  they  could  supply  ....  I  am  quite  con- 
j     fident  that  this  work  is  inspired  by  God. 

"Such  an  order  is  very  necessary  in  my  Arch- 
diocese and  could  do  splendid  work  for  God  and 
Holy  Mother  Church." 

►J<  Henry  O'Leary, 

Archbishop  of  Edmonton. 

"I  hail  with  satisfaction  and  delight  the  founda- 
tion Of  the  religious  institute — the  'Sisters  of 
I     Service'  .  .  .  May  God  call  many  generous  souls 
I     to  this  new  and  glorious  apostolate!" 
j  ►£<  Alfred  A.  Sinnott, 

Archbishop  of  Winnipeg. 

"I  hope  that  when  it  becomes  possible  I  may 
j  have  in  this  diocese  three  or  four  colonies  of  the 
;     'Sisters  of  Service'  ...  If  I  can  do  anything  to 


help  this  zeal-inspired  undertaking 
it  will  be  a  privilege  to  do  it." 
►J«  J.  T.  McNally, 

Bishop  of  Calgary. 

"I  approve  the  idea  of  the 
'Sisters  of  Service'  and  wish  to  see 
them  at  their  work  as  soon  as 
possible." 

►J<  NlCETAS  BUDKA, 

Ukrainian  Greek  Catholic  Bishop  j 
of  Canada. 


Appreciations  of  the  "Sisters  of 
Service"  Work 

' '  The  endeavour  of  the  Sisters  of 
Service   is   a   record   of  splendid 
achievement  and  useful  work  for  the 
Dominion,  and  I  know  from  the  lit-  j 
tie  experience  I  have  personally  of  ? 
the  work  of  your  Order  how  much  self-sacrifice  ! 
and  devotion  to  humanity  goes  with  it." 
—Sir  Henry  Thornton,  Chairman  and  President  of 
the  Canadian  National  Railways. 

"I  wish  to  place  on  record  the  extremely  valuable 
assistance  I  have  received  from  the  C.W.L.,  and 
especially  from  the  Sisters  of  Service  whose  admir- 
able training  renders  them  particularly  useful  for 
work  among  new-comers." — Abbi  Casgrain,  General 
Chaplain  for  Immigration  in  Canada,  in  an  inter-  j 
view  given  to  the  Editor  of  the  North  West  Review  of  j 
Winnipeg,  December  31,  1927 . 

"The  Sisters  of  Service  is  an  heroic  and — we  ] 

confidently  believe — inspired  effort  to  meet  the  | 

great  need  of  the  Home  Missions.    The  Catholic  j 

Record  considers  it  a  privilege  to  be  allowed  to  help  j 

this  great  work." — The  Editor  of  the  Catholic  I 
Record,  January  8,  1927. 

"The  Sisters  of  Service  have  been  especially  j 
successful  in  their  work  amongst  immigrantgirls." —  ' 
Official  Report  of  the  Department  of  Immigration  and 
Colonization — to  the  Parliament,  for  the  fiscal  year  j 
ending  March  31,  1926.   Page  48. 

"The  work  of  the  'Sisters  of  Service'  which  you  j 
are  promoting  for  the  welfare  of  the  Church  in  the  j 
outlying  district  of  Western  Canada  has  come  to  j 
my  notice.  It  is  indeed  a  timely  effort  for  the 
welfare  of  our  Catholics  on  the  Western  Prairies  and  j 
no  one  can  but  remark  the  value  of  this  contribu-  ■ 
tion  to  Church  and  Country.  I  am  sure  that  in  the  ! 
ranks  of  our  Catholic  Womanhood  you  will  find  j 
many  devout  girls  to  whom  this  life  will  appeal." 
Government  House,      Sir  Charles  Fitzpatrick. 

Quebec,  August  22,  1923. 

"I  have  a  great  appreciation  of  the  efforts  of  the  j 
Sisters  of  Service.   I  know  they  are  doing  important  j 
work." — E.   W.  Beatty,   Chairman  and  President, 
Canadian  Pacific  Railway. 
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€aster  Greetings  w 

"/TOURIST  is  Risen!  Alleluia!"  With  these  words  the  early 
X  /  Christians  greeted  each  other  at  the  dawn  of  Easter  morn- 
ing. It  was  the  cry  of  Love  Triumphant — a  joyous  proclamation 
of  belief  in  the  Divinity  of  Christ,  for  "if  Christ  be  not  risen," 
says  St.  Paul,  "then  is  our  Faith  vain." 

Yes,  that  first  Easter  was  the  Triumph  of  Love — and  how 
was  that  triumph  attained?  Through  sacrifice.  And  is  it  not 
in  this  way  that  Love  always  triumphs?  The  Love  of  Jesus  wel- 
comed and  offered  generously  sacrifice  after  sacrifice  in  the  Gar- 
den of  Gethsemane,  in  the  courts  of  Pilate  and  Herod,  on  the  way 
to  Calvary,  on  the  Cross,  before  its  glorious  triumph  on  Easter 

I  morning. 

I 

Our  love,  also,  must  traverse  the  same  thorny  road  of  sacri- 
fice if  it  would  reach  the  same  triumphant  goal.  When  burdens 
press  heavily,  when  self-denial  grows  unbearable,  when  the  sword 
of  sorrow  pierces  the  very  centre  of  our  hearts,  oh,  then,  let  it  be 
our  consolation  that  we  are  making  strides  along  the  way  that 
leads  to  the  ultimate  triumph  of  Love.  We,  too,  if  we  would  be 
like  unto  our  Master,  must  pass  bravely  through  our  little  Geth- 
semanes  and  our  miniature  Calvarys,  assured  that  there  will  be 
no  crown  for  our  love  if  there  has  been  no  cross ;  no  Resurrection 
if  there  has  been  no  Crucifixion;  no  triumph  if  there  has  been 
no  conflict. 

In  wishing  you,  dear  readers,  a  Happy  Easter,  our  sincerest 
prayer  is  that  your  hearts  may  be  strengthened  to  tread  cheer- 
fully and  courageously  the  Way  of  Sacrifice  that  leads  to  Love 
Triumphant. 

Christ  is  Risen!  Alleluia! 


TO  DELAY  WITH  GOD  IS  ALMOST  TO  REFUSE. 
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"Let  Your  Abundance  Supply  Their  Wants' 

(II  Cor.  viii  14) 


THIS  counsel  of  St.  Paul  comes  to  our  mind  as 
our  eyes  roam  over  the  map  of  our  far-flung 
Home  Mission  Field.  The  "want"  of  the 
Church  out  West  is  great.  She  is  not  yet — and 
will  not  for  many  years  to  come — be  fully  organ- 
ized so  as  to  meet  the  needs  of  our  people,  bring- 
ing to  them  all  the  saving  doctrine  of  Christ's  rev- 
elation and  the  strengthening  influence  of  His  Sac- 
raments. The  growing  generation  is  liable  to  lose 
the  Faith  and  see  its  moral  life  weakened.  This 
need  must  be  met  by  the  "abundance"  of  the 
Catholic  Church  in  the  East.  If  it  is  not  met  the 
Church  as  a  whole  in  Canada  will  suffer.  Should 
we  not  trace  the  weakening  of  the  Faith  in  our 
most  staunch  Catholic  parishes  to  this  lack  of  ap- 
preciation of  the  needs  of  our  suffering  brethren? 
AVhen  indeed  the  Church  is  weak  in  one  of  its 
members  the  body  as  a  whole  suffers.  This  is  par- 
ticularly true  of  the  Church  in  a,  country  wheire 
important  component  units  are  in  stress  and  need. 
The  Church,  therefore,  in  the  East  will  surely  suf- 
fer from  the  weakness  of  the  Church  in  the  West 
if  our  people  do  not  share  their  abundance  of 
Catholic  life  with  their  brothers  less  fortunate. 
Our  failure  to  react  to  the  needs  of  the  Church  out 
AVest  reveals  a  Aveakness  in  our  Catholicism  and 
is  bound  to  militate  against  the  interest  of  the 
Church  as  a  whole. 

In  return  the  "sharing"  of  our  abundance  to 
supply  the  wants  of  the  AVest  will  react  most  fav- 
ourably on  our  well  established  Eastern  dioceses 
and  parishes.  The  abundance  of  "their  need"  will 
supply  them  with  an  abundance  of  "our  ivant." 
The  vacuum  created  by  our  generosities  to  the 
AVestern  missions  will  soon  be  filled  by  inrush  of 
a  greater  faith,  a  disinterested  charity,  and  a 
broader  conception  and  vision  of  Catholic  life. 
This  exchange  between  the  East  and  the  AVest  will 
create  that  wholesome  "equality"  of  which  St.  Paul 
writes  to  the  Corinthians. 

In  many  countries  the  Church  of  God  is  lin- 
gering from  the  want  of  understanding  of  the  fun- 
damental mystery  of  the  mystical  body  of  Christ 
and  all  this  mystery  implies  in  our  mutual  rela- 
tions as  members  of  the  Church.  "There  is  some- 
thing profoundly  lacking  in  our  lives,"  writes  Carl 
Adams.  "AVhy  have  egotism  and  self-seeking  indi- 
vidualism been  able  to  strike  root,  so  deeply  %  And 
why  have  they  produced  among  the  poor  aim  des- 
titute that  false  and  distorted  idea  of  fellowship 
which  is  communism?  It  is  because  we  have  been 
and  are  superficial  Christians.  In  particular  it  is 
because  we  have  for  centuries  failed  to  appreciate 


those  immense  forces,  powerful  to  create  genuine 
fellowship  and  powerful  to  maintain  it,  which  flow 
from  Christianity  such  as  Augustine  taught  it, 
from  a  living  faith  in  the  essential  union  of  all 
Christians  with  one  another  and  with  Christ  their 
head,  from  the  mystery  of  the  body  of  Christ.  We 
need  a  renewal,  a  renewal  from  the  ultimate  source 
of  our  being,  a  rebirth  in  God." 

.  This  "rebirth  in  God"  is  surely  needed  if 
Catholics  in  the  East  are  to  realize  their  respon- 
sibilities to  the  problems  of  the  Church  out  AVest. 
The  day  that  they  fully  discharge  these  responsi- 
bilities a  bright  and  consoling  page  will  be  written 
in  the  Annals  of  the  Church  in  Canada. 


8n  encouraging  Jtteasiage 


In  answer  to  our  appeal  for  "stamps"  in 
aid  of  our  Catechetical  Correspondence 
Course,  His  Excellency  the  Apostolic  Dele- 
gate sent  us  the  following  letter,  accompany- 
ing it  with  a  "substantial  cheque": 

My  Dear  Mother  Superior: 

You  will  find  herewith  enclosed  my 
humble  offering  for  the  message  of  the  King 
of  Kings. 

I  hope  and  pray  that  our  dear  and  faithful 
people  of  Canada  may  give  a  great  support 
to  your  precious  and  holy  apostolate. 

With  every  blessing  for  you  and  your 
benefactors,  I  am  in  our  Lord, 

ANDREA  CASSULO, 

Archbishop  of  Leontopolis, 
Ap.  Del. 

Let  us  pray  that  the  hope  of  His  Excel- 
lency will  be  realized. 


WHEN  GOD  SHUTS  A  DOOR  HE  OPENS  A  WINDOW  FOR  VS. 
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Notes  and  Comments 


WE  ARE  ALL  MISSIONARIES 
By  Rev.  Michael  A.  Mathis,  C.S.C. 

There  have  always  been  two  kinds 
of  missionaries  in  the  Church,  voca- 
tional and  ordinary.  A  vocational 
missionary  is  one  who,  like  the 
Apostles  of  old,  is  called  by  God  to 
devote  his  life  exclusively  to  a  mis- 
sionary career. 

His  function  is  to  establish  the 
channels  of  grace  in  any  country. 
When  this  is  accomplished,  he 
moves  on  to  some  other  unoccupied 
field,  leaving  it  to  the  ordinary  mis- 
sionaries to  complete  the  work  of 
conversion  by  making  all  men  drink 
of  the  channels  of  grace.  In  prac- 
tice the  work  of  a  vocational  mis- 
sionary comes  to  an  end  with  the 
creation  of  a  native  clergy  com- 
petent to  shepherd  its  own  flock. 
Vocational  missionaries  are,  there- 
fore, primary  pioneers,  and  they  are 
to-day  called  "foreign  missionaries" 
because  ordinarily  they  must  leave 
their  native  land  to  bring  the  torch 
of  faith  to  those  sitting  in  the  dark- 
ness of  pagan  and  infidel  lands. 

Another  group  of  vocational  mis- 
sionaries comprises  those  who  re- 
main at  home  to  work  exclusively 
either  for  the  conversion  of  non- 
Catholics  or  for  the  consolidation  of 
Catholic  life  by  special  exercises 
called  missions. 

The  non-vocational  or  ordinary 
missionary  is  any  Bishop,  Priest, 
Brother,  Sister,  or  lay  person  who 
does  not  devote  his  life  exclusively 
to  missions,  but  who  does  what  in 
him  lies  to  share  with  others  the 
blessings  of  our  holy  Faith.  It  is  his 
tremendous  task  to  take  up  the 
work  where  the  vocational  mission- 
ary leaves  off,  namely,  to  catholicize 
the  whole  nation. — The  Shield. 

HAS  THE  IMMIGRANT  KEPT 
THE  FAITH? 

Under  this  caption  M.  J.  Hillen- 
brand wrote  in  "America"  (Nov. 
23,  1935)  a  very  thought-provoking 
article.  Stressing  the  great  leakage 
among  the  Italians,  he  concludes 
his  survey  with  these  words:  "If 
anything,  this  summer  has  made 
abhorrent  to  me  the  false  optimism 
and  complacent  ignorance  of  those 
who,  preaching  the  epic  of  Catholic 
progress,  eulogizing  the  road  of 
magnificent  advance  in  America, 
are  blind  to  perhaps  the  greater 
losses  along  the  wayside." 

That  would  be  Canada's  answer 
to  this  heart-searching  question: 
"Has  the  immigrant  kept  the 
Faith?" 


GIFTS  THAT  ENDURE 

Commenting  an  the  princely  gift 
of  Mr.  Frank  O'Connor  (500,000.- 
00)  to  the  Archbishop  of  Toronto, 
the  Editor  of  the  North  West  Re- 
view made  the  following  comments, 
which  are  very  much  to  the  point: 

"Unfortunately,  very,  very  few  of 
our  Catholic  men  of  wealth  have 
ever  realized  that  they  were  only 
stewards  of  the  monies  which  they 
amassed.  Their  Last  Wills  and 
Testaments  bore  eloquent  testimony 
to  this  fact;  no  mention  of  Al- 
mighty God,  no  recognition,  no 
gratitude.  How  pathetic  it  all  is! 
It  is  their  loss,  not  ours.  They  were 
big  men  in  their  day,  but  they 
wrote  their  names  in  water  and 
their  memory  after  a  few  short 
years  is  as  if  they  had  never  been. 
In  the  great  final  act  of  their  lives 
they  thought  not  of  God,  in  Whom 
alone  there  is  immortality,  but  they 
thought  too  fondly  of  their  children 
and  relatives,  for  whom,  as  bitter 
experience  has  shown  in  so  many 
instances,  their  wealth  but  greased 
the  path  to  destruction.  Wealth  is 
a  terrible  responsibility  for  anyone, 
and  how  few  there  are  who  know 
how  to  use  it!  Naturally  parents 
remember  their  children  or  near 
relatives,  but  why  must  they  in 
their  blindness  pave  the  road  to 
hell  for  them,  as  they  so  often  do? 
Heaven  cannot  be  purchased  with 
money,  but  making  God  our  heir 
will  atone  for  many  sins,  and  ignor- 
ing Him  will  surely  add  to  our 
deeper  damnation. 

The  name  of  Frank  O'Connor 
will  be  forever  honored  and  revered 
by  his  fellow-Catholics  of  Canada. 
We  are  all  proud  of  him,  we  honor 
him  for  his  liberality,  and  we  are 
glad  of  the  opportunity  to  express 
our  gratitude  and  praise." — North- 
west Review,  Winnipeg. 

*     *  * 

"AMERICA  HAS  SPIRITUALLY 
COME  OF  AGE" 
"The  faith  is  flourishing  at  home 
when  the  Faithful  become  mission- 
aries abroad.  In  the  transforma- 
tion from  a  mission-receiving  to  a 
mission  -  giving  country,  America 
has  spiritually  come  of  age.  Pro- 
digious and  pregnant  with  meaning 
is  the  astonishing  growth  of  the 
Mission  Crusade  in  seventeen  years 
from  a  group  of  thirty  to  a  mem- 
bership of  more  than  half  a  million 
in  all  parts  of  the  United  States. 
Here  is  an  increase  something  like 
the  miraculous  growth  of  the  Gos- 
pel mustard  seed.    Significant,  too, 


and  splendid  with  promise  and  hope 
for  the  future  of  the  Church  in  the 
United  States  is  the  fact  that  the 
Mission  Crusade  is  a  youth  move- 
ment. 

"To  youth  belongs  the  future. 
The  mission  enthusiasm  of  the 
Catholic  youth  of  America  shines  on 
the  sky  of  American  Catholicism 
like  a  splendid  dawn  auguring  a 
glorious  day."  —  The  Witness, 
Dubuque.  *  *  * 
"THE  CHALLENGE  OF  WASTE" 

The  waste  of  cash  in  things  that 
do  not  profit  ought  to  challenge  us. 
Dare  to  imagine  the  sums  of  money 
wasted  in  trumpery,  in  follies,  in 
useless  goods,  and  then  set  against 
the  vast  waste  the  meagre  sums  de- 
voted to  world  evangelization,  and 
shall  we  in  the  face  of  the  facts 
discovered  affront  God  with  any 
suggestion  that  we  are  doing  our 
best  for  Him? 

*     *  * 

CANADA'S    CONTRIBUTION  TO 
THE  PROPAGATION  OF  THE 
FAITH 

During  the  year  1934  Canada's 
contribution  to  the  Society  of  the 
Propagation  of  the  Faith  was 
$134,399.41.  $105,978.50  of  this 
amount  came  from  Eastern  Canada 
and  $28,420.91  from  the  Western 
Council,  which  takes  in  the  diocese 
west  of  the  Ottawa  River. 
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HOLINESS  IS  RATHER  THE  CONSEQUENCE  THAN  THE  CAUSE  OF  INTIMACY  WITH  GOD. 
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In  the  Home-Mission  Field  1 


Summer  Work  in  Spruce  Grove  Missions 


SINCERELY  do  we  regret  that  we  have  not  the  gift- 
ed pen  by  means  of  which  we  could  take  you  with 
us  through  the  past  summer  months,  spent  in 
the  Spruce  Grove  missions,  west  of  Edmonton. 

On  the  last  afternoon  of  Juno  we  found  ourselves 
in  the  church  of  Duffield.  Silent  worshippers  were 
keeping  vigil  before  our  Divine  Lord,  exposed  in 
the  Blessed  Sacrament  during  the  Forty  Hours  Devo- 
tion. It  seemed  a  place  set  apart  for  prayer,  just 
right  to  be  the  threshold  of  a  summer's  endeavours. 

The  following  days  brought  us  children  to  instruct 
and  adult  converts  anxious  for  explanations  of  matters 
not  yet  quite  clear  to  them.  In  spite  of  the  pouring 
rain,  mud  and  mosquitoes  the  children  attended  regu- 
larly, and  showed  a  constant  interest  in  religious 
truth  that  was  extremely  edifying.  Gratifying  indeed 
was  First  Holy  Communion  Day.  The  church,  fra- 
grant with  the  blossoms  of  woods  and  garden,  was  a 
fitting  shrine  for  the  gathering  of  the  devout  congre- 
gation to  join  their  children  at  the  Table  of  the  Lord. 
The  lovely  little  First  Communicants  fully  realized  the 
great  privilege  that  was  theirs,  and  the  sweet  voices 
of  the  older  children  singing  the  hymns  added  to  the 
devotion  of  the  celebration. 

While  teaching  the  following  week  at  Wabamun, 
we  still  lived  with  our  kind  hostess  at  Duffield,  and 
had  good  daily  exercise  driving  back  and  forth,  plung- 
ing and  swinging  through  the  mud  roads  which  lead 
to  the  Highway.  One  should  never  expect  all  roads 
to  be  highways  and  this  was  good  practise  for  other 
driving  to  be  faced  later  in  order  to  reach  some  far- 
off  corners  of  our  territory. 

More  and  more  children  gathered  every  day,  com- 
ing shyly  at  first,  very  timid  about  meeting  the  Sis- 
ters, it  being  their  first  experience  with  such  visitors. 
Ball  games  were  part  of  our  programme  and  it  is  sur- 
prising how  quickly  the  shyness  can  vanish.  Happy 
days  those  were  and  earnest  children.  Their  sweet 
voices  in  the  singing  lessons  and  their  cheerful  atten- 
tiveness  during  all  catechism  periods  made  us  glad  in- 
deed that  we  had  been  successful  in  reaching  them 
every  day  through  rain  and  mud. 

From  Duffield  we  moved  to  a  vacant  farm  house 
between  Spruce  Grove  and  Stony  Plain  and  settled 
down  to  new  conditions.  Children  from  half  a  dozen 
different  school  districts  gathered  at  Spruce  Grove 
church  for  group  teaching.  Shyness  vanished  quickly. 


One  small  boy,  while  encouraging  his  little  brother, 
put  it  this  way:  "The  first  day  is  awful,  but  the 
second  day  is  just  fine."  This  large  group  of  children 
had  never  met  before  for  instruction,  as  they  live 
in  homes  widely  apart.  A  two-week  period  with  them 
was  indeed  fruitful,  especially  among  the  older  boys 
and  girls.  When  we  had  to  leave  the  pupils  showed 
real  regret.  Their  interest  had  been  awakened,  and 
they  expressed  a  desire  to  spend  all  their  summer 
holidays  like  these  two  weeks.  Flowers  were  in 
abundance,  so  for  First  Holy  Communion  Day  the 
Church  was  easily  made  beautiful.  The  children, 
faces  aglow  with  eager  longing,  took  their  places  one 
by  one  on  the  prie  dieu,  before  which  their  pastor 
awaited  them,  and  received  the  Holy  Eucharist.  Their 
parents  received  at  the  Communion  rail  afterwards. 
The  pastor,  in  speaking  to  the  congregation,  said  that 
it  was  the  most  beautiful  ceremony  which  had  ever 
taken  place  in  the  Spruce  Grove  Church.  After  Mass 
a  little  reception  was  held  in  Father's  house,  the 
people  having  provided  a  generous  lunch.  The  spirit 
of  the  people  is  all  one  could  wish  and  the  possibili- 
ties of  missionary  work  there  unlimited.  "Sisters, 
you  can  never  realize  how  much  you  have  done  for 
0ur  children!"  exclaimed  one  father,  as  we  were 
leaving. 

We  left  Spruce  Grove  to  make  new  contacts  with 
other  children  at  Stony  Plain,  and  this  lively  little 


i 


Recreation  Hour. 


GOVERN  THE  LIPS  AS  IF  THEY  WERE  PALACE  DOORS,  THE  KING  WITHIN. 
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They  Still  Enjoy  "Keeping  St.  Patrick  s  Day' 


This  interesting  group  includes  those  who  took  part  in  the  St.  Patrick's  Day  Concert,  held  at  our  Toronto 
Hostel.  The  "little  ones"  we  affectionately  term  the  grandchildren  of  the  hostel,  for  their  mothers  are  girls  who 
came  from  the  Old  Country  in  the  early  days  of  our  immigration  work;  the  hostel  was  "home"  to  them  before 
they  married  and  went  into  homes  of  their  own. 

The  Concert  was  thoroughly  enjoyed  by  everyone  present  and  evidenced  much  painstaking  work  in  the  way 
of  training  and  directing.  Right  Rev.  Monsignor  Dollard,  Rev.  Father  Daly,  C.SS.R.,  and  members  of  the  Catholic 
Women's  League  were  present. 

At  the  close  of  the  entertainment  a  presentation  was  made  to  Father  Daly,  with  an  address  expressing  the 
gratitude  of  the  girls  for  his  long-continued  fatherly  interest  in  them. 


group  of  children  also  responded  splendidly  to  our 
efforts. 

Graminia  was  our  next  centre.  Here  we  lived 
in  the  teacherage — the  public  school  is  the  only 
church.  The  congregation  receive  Holy  Communion 
in  a  body  whenever  Mass  is  said  there,  so  the  chil- 
dren are  privileged  in  having  the  good  example  of 
their  parents  ever  before  them. 

Highvale  was  our  next  objective,  and  to  reach  it 
we  had  to  drive  through  the  Indian  Reserve,  south- 
west of  Duffield  over  trails  which  in  the  early  sum- 
mer had  been  utterly  impassable.  Providence  was 
with  us,  and  we  were  soon  settled  in  that  secluded 
spot,  with  the  school  house  for  a  home.  We  arrived 
just  in  time  to  witness  a  furious  hail  storm — by  far 
the  worst  we  had  ever  experienced.  The  greatest 
losers  happened  to  be  people  we  knew  —  a  Ukrainian 
family.  A  melancholy  sight,  indeed,  is  a  farm  which 
stood  in  full  promise  and  then — every  leaf,  every  stem 
of  growth,  beaten  into  the  sodden  ground.  What 
we  remarked  especially  was  the  splendid  spirit  in 


which  the  family  took  the  loss,  especially  the  father. 
Though  dazed  for  a  while,  he  seemed  to  regard  the 
catastrophe  as  merely  a  comma,  not  a  fullstop  by  any 
means.  Bravely  he  faced  about  and  took  the  road 
to  look  for  work — a  living  example  of  faith  and  cour- 
age in  that  hidden  corner.  Our  class  was  small,  but 
most  attentive;  our  week  was  most  pleasant  and 
profitable  and  we  rejoiced  that  we  had  insisted  in  find- 
ing the  place. 

At  Manley  school  and  Carvel  Church  we  finished 
our  season's  work.  In  the  homes  of  the  Ukrainian 
people  and  the  others  we  found  a  most  hearty  wel- 
come, and  at  the  school  about  thirty  bright  boys  and 
girls  co-operated  wholeheartedly.  We  lived  in  the 
teacherage  here  and  were  able  to  put  in  long  hours 
of  teaching. 

At  Carvel  we  were  heartily  welcomed  and  treated 
with  the  greatest  hospitality.  It  encouraged  us  in  our 
work  and  our  last  First  Communion  Ceremony  in 
Carvel  Church  on  Sunday,  Sept.  1st,  ended  our  term 


of  work. 


S.  O.  S. 


THE  BEST  DAYS  OF  A  MAN'S  LIFE  ARE  THOSE  IN  WHICH  HE  RENDERS  SERVICE. 
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Interesting  Hospital  Incidents 


A  Baby's  Faith 

Although  we  are  told  that  a  child  does  not  reach 
the  age  of  reason  before  seven,  evidently  the  age  of 
love  and  confidence  is  reached  much  earlier.  At 
least  this  was  true  in  the  case  of  Ruby,  a  three-year- 
old,  who  entered  our  Edson  Hospital  recently. 

Ruhy  was  suffering  from  an  infection  similar  to 
lump-jaw  in  animals.  One  of  the  Sisters  taught  the 
child  her  prayers  and  explained  that  Jesus  loved  her 
and  would  make  her  face  better  if  she  asked  Him. 
She  was  told  also  that  Jesus  lived  in  the  little  house 
on  the  altar  in  the  chapel. 

Some  time  after,  the  child  was  seen  making  her 
way  to  the  chapel.  Listening  in  the  hall,  the  Sisters 
heard  the  sweet  baby  accents:  "Little  Jesus,  make  my 
sore  face  better.  You  hear  me,  Jesus?  I  ki  if  you 
don't.  I  want  to  go  home,  Jesus."  Silence  for  a  few 
moments.  Then  the  baby  voice  was  heard  again — ■ 
"All  right,  Jesus." 

What  did  the  Sacred  Heart  whisper  to  this  dear 
little  infant?  "We  do  not  know,  but  the  sore  face 
did  get  better  and  Ruby  is  home  again,  a  proof  that 
our  loving  Saviour  can  no  more  turn  a  deaf  ear  to 
children  now  than  He  could  when  He  was  on  earth 
and  said:  "Suffer  the  little  ones  to  come  unto  Me, 
for  of  such  is  the  Kingdom  of  Heaven." 


Ruby — one  of  His  little  ones. 


Saved  for  Heaven 

A  six-day-old  baby  was  brought  to  the  hospital  in 
a  very  critical  condition.  The  Sisters  discovered  the 
infant  had  never  been  baptized  as  the  Father,  who 
should  be  a  Catholic,  was  married  outside  the  Church 
and  had  grown  hardened  in  indifference.  As  there 
was  no  hope  of  recovery  the  baby  was  baptized  and 
died  soon  after.  It  seemed  as  though  our  Lord  mere- 
ly brought  the  little  one  to  the  hospital  to  save  it  for 
heaven. 

First  Aid? 

A  man  was  brought  in  with  a  sprained  ankle.  It 
seems  he  had  been  out  shooting  and  had  shot  a  squir- 
rel in  a  tree.  The  little  animal  was  not  obliging 
enough  to  fall  down  after  being  shot,  so  the  man  had 
climbed  the  tree  after  it.  Unfortunately  he  lost  his 
balance  and  fell  to  the  ground,  hurting  his  ankle. 


Before  bringing  him  to  the  hospital  his  friends  paint- 
ed the  injury  with  iodine,  as  a  first  aid  measure.  They 
used  veterinary  iodine!  The  result  was  a  very  bad 
burn,  so  the  poor  man  suffered  as  much  from  the  rem- 
edy as  from  the  injury.    Moral — be  careful  of  strong 

iodine!  Nuptial  Mass 

Tragic  and  pathetic  incidents  have  no  monopoly 
in  our  hospitals;  of  times  we  have  episodes  that  are 
frankly  humorous,  and  these  keep  our  funny  bones 
supple.  Again,  some  events  are  simply  joyous  and 
happy,  as  was  the  Nuptial  Mass  celebrated  recently  in 
the  chapel  of  Vilna  Hospital. 

•  For  some  months  the  young  man  had  been  riding 
a  distance  of  sixteen  miles  to  receive  instructions,  as 
he  was  not  a  Catholic.  At  last  he  knew  what  was 
required  for  reception  into  the  Church  and  this 
touching  ceremony  took  place  in  the  hospital  chapel. 
The  father-in-law,  who  is  also  a  convert,  was  one  of 
the  sponsors,  and  this  good  man  came  the  long  dis- 
tance, fasting,  because  he  desired  to  receive  Holy 
Communion. 

The  following  Saturday  was  the  wedding  day.  The 
party  consisted  of  the  bride  and  groom,  her  father, 
his  mother,  the  best  man  and  one  of  the  neighbors. 
They  were  all  so  sincere  and  the  atmosphere  so  de- 
votional that  every  one  present  was  truly  edified. 

After  the  ceremony  a  wedding  breakfast,  provided 
by  the  Sisters,  was  served.  The  Sisters  saw  that  each 
member  of  the  party  was  given  rosary  beads  and  holy 
pictures  before  leaving  for  the  new  homestead,  which 
is  situated  about  20  miles  from  the  hospital. 

24  Miles  With  Hemorrhage 

One  poor  woman  drove  2  4  miles  to  the  hospital 
with  a  hemorrhage  from  the  nose,  which  had  started 
a.  week  before  and  could  not  be  checked.  The  Sisters 
tried  one  remedy  after  another  with  very  little  success, 
for  the  woman  was  suffering  from  a  disease  which 
caused  the  bleeding.  At  least,  after  two  large  doses 
of  hemastatic  serum  and  a  new  packing,  the  bleeding 
was  controlled  and  the  woman  was  able  to  rest  and 
take  nourishment  both  of  which  she  badly  needed. 

How  Faith  is  Lost 

A  young  lad  admitted  to  the  hospital  said  he  was 
attending  the  United  Church,  although  he  should  be  a 
Catholic.  On  further  enquiry,  the  Sisters  learned  he 
went  to  this  Church  because  of  the  Young  People's 
Club  in  connection  with  it.  He  wanted  to  be  able  to 
go  around  with  the  other  boys.  His  name  has  been 
sent  to  one  of  our  catechetical  houses,  and  he  will 
now  be  receiving  instruction  in  his  religion.  We  hope 
he  will  grow  to  value  and  appreciate  the  Gift  of  Faith 
which  heretofore  has  meant  very  little  in  his  life. 

Deadly  Environment 

A  young  girl  of  eighteen  entered  the  hospital  suf- 
fering from  T.B.  It  seems  the  family  are  very  poor 
and  all  crowded  together  in  a  tiny  one-room  house. 
This  girl  slept  in  the  granary  rather  than  sleep  in 
the  house  under  existing  conditions  and  caught  a 
severe  cold  there;  at  any  rate  she  is  now  in  an  ad- 
vanced stage  of  tuberculosis. 

She  had  not  been  to  the  Sacraments  for  over  a 
year,  not  from  bad  will,  but  because  there  seemed  to 
be  no  way.  The  poor  child  was  actually  beginning 
to  bonder  if  one  religion  is  not  as  good  as  another. 
It  is  very  sad,  but  many  of  these  people  come  to  the 
same  conclusion,  all  because  they  are  not  instructed 
and  have  so  little  Catholic  contact  and  influence. 
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An  Unwilling  Guest 

A  women  who  had  to  have  her  appendix  removed 
brought  her  baby  along  as  she  had  nowhere  to 
leave  him,  so  he  was  the  guest  of  the  hospital  until 
the  mother  was  ready  to  leave.  Isadore — that  was  his 
name — felt  very  much  abused  at  the  strange  turn  of 
events  in  his  young  life  and  sounded  his  disapproval 
in  no  uncertain  voice  at  all  times  and  in  all  places. 
One  night  when  he  was  thus  giving  vent  to  his  out- 
raged feelings,  Sister  tried  to  soothe  him  with  a  bottle 
of  milk.  But  although  he  was  nearly  starved  he 
would  not  take  a  drop.  In  desperation  Sister  had  re- 
course to  the  medicine  dropper,  and  after  taking  four 
ounces  of  milk  in  this  manner  he  at  last  went  to 
sleep,  much  to  the  satisfaction  of  Sister  and  the  pa- 
tients who  had  been  so  long  disturbed  by  his  howling. 

Small  Beginnings 

Some  weeks  ago  two  of  our  Sisters  at  Vilna  Hos- 
pital, set  out  to  visit  the  families  of  the  district,  in 
the  hope  of  gathering  the  children  on  Saturdays  to  be 
instructed  in  religion. 

The  next  Saturday  at  ten  a.m.  (the  time  appointed 
for  class)  one  boy  turned  up.  After  waiting  a  half 
hour,  his  sister  with  three  other  girls  appeared  in 
sight.  The  Sisters  knew  the  boy  and  three  of  the 
girls,  but  as  the  fourth  child  was  a  stranger,  Sister 
asked  who  she  was  and  if  her  parents  knew  she  had 
come.  The  information  was  eagerly  volunteered  by 
all  the  others  at  once:  "Yes,  sister.  You  see,  her  moth- 
er she  Greek  Orthodox,  her  grandmother  she  Greek 
Orthodox;  but  her  father  he  Orthodox,  and  her  grand- 
father he  Orthodox,  and  she  wants  to  come  to  our 
Church  with  us." 

On  being  asked  why  they  came  to  catechism  class, 
they  said  it  was  because  they  wanted  to  know  more 
about  God.  Surely  that  reason  could  not  be  im- 
proved upon. 

The  next  Saturday  two  more  boys  of  12  and  18 
joined  the  class,  also  two  little  ones  of  six  and  eight. 
These  last  brought  along  with  them  a  boy  of  seven 
and  explained  in  all  seriousness  that  they  thought  he 
had  better  be  learning  catechism  than  playing  on  the 
streets. 

Sister  explained  a  short  form  of  the  Morning  Of- 
fering to  the  juniors,  and  asked  them  to  learn  it. 
Shortly  after  they  were  reading  from  a  picture  book: 
"So  before  everything  I  do  I  will  say  with  all  my 
heart  'All  for  Thee'."  One  little  fellow,  with  an  eye 
for  brevity  interrupted  the  reading  at  this  point:  "You 
see,  Sister,"  he  pointed  out,  "that  means  works,  suf- 
ferings, and  all,  so  I'll  say  that  instead  of  the  long 
one." 


Two  little  catechism  pupils,  Vilna. 


Picture  Books  Brighten  Hospital  Days. 


Requiescat 

In  our  last  issue  we  printed  the  story  of  a  Cree 
boy  who  was  brought  to  the  hospital  for  treatment 
after  going  around  with  a  dislocated  hip  for  three 
months.  At  that  time  there  was  some  hope  of  his 
recovery.  A  ten  pound  weight  was  attached  to  his 
leg,  and  he  was  on  his  back  for  six  weeks,  but  as  the 
days  dragged  by,  there  was  no  improvement  in  the 
condition  of  the  wasted  body  of  Joe  (that  was  his 
name)  was  prepared  for  death. 

A  few  days  before  Sister  asked  the  lad  a  ques- 
tion and  received  no  answer.  She,  thinking  he  had 
not  understood,  repeated  the  question.  Then  Joe  un- 
covered his  wee  brown  hands  in  a  most  dignified 
manner,  showing  her  his  red  rosary,  and  giving  her 
to  understand  quite  plainly  that  he  could  not  answer 
when  saying  his  beads!  How  edifying  to  see  the 
Faith,  brought  to  his  tribe  by  those  zealous  mission- 
aries, the  Oblates  of  Mary  Immaculate,  treasured  so 
highly  by  this  wee  lad! 

One  day  a  Cree  friend  came  to  visit  Joe  and  asked 
if  there  was  anything  he  wanted.  "I  want  Holy  Com- 
munion," he  replied.  That  was  his  one  desire,  but 
owing  to  continual  nausea  he  was  not  able  to  receive. 
However,  during  the  early  days  in  the  hospital  he  had 
the  hapiness  of  receiving  Communion  frequently,  so  he 
was  well  prepared. 

Unconsciousness  preceded  his  last  few  days  in  hos- 
pital, and  his  sorrowing  parents  took  him  home  to 
die,  which  event  took  place  two  days  later.  May  he 
rest  in  peace! 

A  Valued  Souvenir 

For  some  time  the  Sisters  had  charge  of  an  old 
half-breed  Indian,  who  was  very  repulsive  and  quite 
helpless.  However,  with  patient  kindness,  the  Sisters 
nursed  him  and  prayed  for  him  and  before  he  died 
they  were  rewarded  by  having  him  say,  with  evident 
sincerity,  Acts  of  Contrition,  Faith  and  Love. 

On  hearing  of  his  death,  his  sister  came  in  to 
see  him,  and  the  first  thing  she  did  was  to  ask  for 
his  pipe.  On  receiving  this  coveted  souvenir,  she  sat 
down  in  the  office  and  had  a  good  smoke. 


1  AM  THE  DROP  OF  WATER  WHICH  THE  WINE  OF  THE  MASS  ABSORBS. 


THE  FIELD  AT  HOME 


News  From  Camp  Morton 


Reported  by  the  School  Children. 

At  Camp  Morton  our  Sisters  continue  to  spend  their 
days  in  training  the  children  of  that  district  to  be 
useful  citizens  and  good  Catholics;  in  other  words, 
they  are  seeing  to  it  that  the  young  people  are  be- 
ing well-grounded  in  the  knowledge  and  virtues  that 
will  fit  them  for  citizenship  in  this  world  and  the 
next. 

When  we  consider  that  during  the  past  winter 
the  temperature  in  the  West  was  steadily  sub-zero, 
and  that  the  Sisters  had  to  drive  to  and  from  school 
— a  distance  of  three  miles — in  an  open  cutter,  we 
can  easily  realize  the  extent  of  their  unselfish  devotion 
to  the  souls  under  their  care. 

It  seems  that  recently  during  letter-writing  period, 
Sister  asked  the  children  to  send  in  letters  to  the 
"Field  at  Home"  with  Camp  Morton  news.  We  are 
printing  extracts  from  some  of  these,  feeling  sure 
our  readers  will  find  them 
as  interesting  as  we  did: 

Dear  Sister:  — 

I  am  writing  to  tell  you 
about  Monsignor  Morton's 
visits  to  our  school.  He  came 
first  on  October  13th  and 
brought  two  flags  —  tht 
Union  Jack  and  the  Cana- 
dian flag.  He  went  to  No.  1 
school  first.  When  he  cam" 
to  No.  2  school,  he  said:  "I 
was  just  at  No.  1  school,  and 
they  had  their  flag  at  half- 
mast.  I  thought  when  I  went 
in  they  would  all  be  dead, 
but  everyone  was  alive."  We 
all  laughed;  we  knew  there 
was  something  wrong  with 
the  rope.  Monsignor  went 
on:  "When  I  came  to  No.  2 
school,  their  flag  was  flying, 

and  it  was  not  at  half  mast."  We  all  felt  rather  proud. 
Then  Monsignor  said:  "But  itwas  upside  down, so  some- 
one here  must  be  in  distress."  We  didn't  laugh  then. 

Then  Monsignor  told  us  all  about  the  Union  Jack. 
He  showed  us  the  red  cross  of  St.  George  on  a  white 
background,  the  red  saltire  cross  of  St.  Patrick  on 
a  white  background,  and  the  white  saltire  cross  of 
St.  Andrew  on  a  blue  background.  He  told  us  that 
when  the  flag  is  right  side  up  the  white  cross  of  St. 
Andrew  is  at  the  top  at  the  hoist.  When  it  is  upside 
down  the  narrow  white  background  of  St.  Patrick 
is  at  the  top.    Now  we  always  have  it  right  side  up. 

On  his  next  visit  Monsignor  showed  us  how  to 
make  knots — the  reef  knot,  the  chair  knot,  the  clove 
hitch.  All  of  these  knots  are  very  useful,  quick  to 
tie,  and  easily  undone.  All  the  boys  know  how  to 
tie  them  now. 

We  are  always  glad  when  Sister  says  Monsignor 
is  coming.    He  always  teaches  us  something. 

Yours  sincerely, 

Grade  VI. 

Dear  Sister:  — 

I  hope  you  are  well  and  not  sick.  The  chicken 
pox  was  going  around.  I  didn't  get  it.  I  don't  know 
if  it  is  going  around  yet.  Nobody  in  our  school  had 
it.    I  am  Grade  V. 

One  day  Monsignor  came  to  our  school  and  show- 
ed us  knots.  We  had  Forty  Hours  here.  I  went 
just  one  hour.    That  is  all  God  bless  you! 

Your  true  friend. 

Grade  V. 


Sisters  on  the  way  to  school 


Dear  Sister:  — 

The  weather  is  fine  in  Camp  Morton.  I  am  still 
going  to  school.  In  our  school  we  can't  talk  to  each 
other,  or  we  get  one  point.  When  we  get  five  points 
we  have  to  stay  in  till  half-past  four  for  a  whole  week. 

We  had  Forty  Hours  in  the  church  and  it  was  a 
success.  It  pleased  all  the  priests  from  the  city  to 
see  so  many  people  in  the  church  all  the  time.  They 
thought  Camp  Morton  was  a  great  place,  and  they 
wished  they  could  stay  here. 

Yours  truly, 

Grade  V. 

Dear  Sister:  — 

I  am  in  Grade  1.  Sister  Morrison  is  my  teacher. 
I  am  a  girl.    My  name  is  Elizabeth. 
Dear  Sister:  — 

My  name  is  Kathleen.  We  had  a  contest  during  No- 
vember for  the  Holy  Souls  in  Purgatory.  The  one  who 

did  the  hardest   thing  for 
,  the  Holy  Souls  was  to  get  a 

beautiful  crucifix.  Lawrence 
Collins  was  the  lucky  win- 
ner. We  do  not  know  what 
he  did,  but  it  must  have  been 
something  very  hard.  I  am  in 
Grade  II.    God  bless  you. 

Dear  Sister: — ■ 

I  am  writing  to  tell  you 
we  are  spending  our  time 
here.  One  day  Monsignor 
visited  our  school.  He  talked 
a  little  and  then  he  showed 
us  how  to  make  the  reef 
knot.  He  told  us  a  story  of 
a  man  and  woman  and  boy 
who  were  drowned  because 
they  didn't  know  how  to 
make  a  chain  knot.  God 
bless  you! 

Dear  Sister:  — 

I  am  writing  to  tell  you  about  the  Forty  Hours  in 
the  church  at  Camp  Morton.  The  church  was  very 
beautifully  decorated  and  full  of  people.  Every  even- 
ing there  was  Benediction  and  a  German  sermon  and 
a  Polish  sermon.  The  closing  of  Forty  Hours  was 
very  nice.  The  Benediction  was  given  by  Monsig- 
nor Morton  and  a  nice  procession  with  ten  altar  boys 
and  little  girls  with  veils  and  baskets  of  flowers  which 
they  strewed  before  the  Blessed  Sacrament.  The 
children  had  one  hour  at  which  they  all  at- 
tended. We  sang  and  prayed  during  our  hour.  It 
was  very  nice.  One  of  the  Fathers  gave  us  a  nice 
sermon.  The  next  morning  all  the  children  went  to 
Holy  Communion  at  eight  o'clock  Mass.  There  was 
never  less  than  ten  people  in. church.  We  were  very 
glad  to  have  the  Forty  Hours. 

Yours  sincerely. 

From  these  letters  we  may  easily  conclude  that 
in  the  children's  eyes  the  most  important  events  in 
the  history  of  Camp  Morton  within  the  past  months 
were  the  celebration  of  the  Forty  Hours  and  Mon- 
signor's  visits  to  the  schools.  It  was  probably  their 
first  experience  of  Forty  Hours,  as  this  devotion  had 
never  before  been  held  there.  When  we  look  back 
to  the  early  days  of  the  opening  of  Camp  Morton 
Mission  when  there  was  no  priest,  no  church,  no  fa- 
cilities for  the  practice  of  religion,  our  hearts  are 
filled  with  thankfulness  to  God  for  the  steady  growth 
of  strong  practical  Catholicity  that  has  come  with  the 
years. 


GOD  DOES  NOT  LOOK  FOR  MUCH  PROVIDED  IT  IS  ALL. 
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WINNIPEG  NOTES 


Judging  by  information  gleaned  from  various  let- 
ters received  from  the  "Gateway  of  the  West"  the 
S.  O.  S.  mission  in  that  city  shows  no  signs  of  dying 
from  inactivity.  During  the  past  year  the  work  has 
increased  greatly  and  there  are  now  about  two  hun- 
dred girls  under  the  care  of  the  Sisters.  Naturally, 
the  spiritual  welfare  of  these  young  people  is  the  first 
concern  of  the  Sisters,  and  to  this  end  classes  in 
Christian  doctrine  are  conducted  daily  for  all  who 
would  like  to  acquire  a  deeper  knowledge  of  our 
Holy  Faith.  Every  Sunday  evening  Father  Fitzger- 
ald, the  chaplain,  gives  a  lecture  on  some  interesting 
subject,  and  a  series  of  mission  sermons  were  preach- 
ed by  a  Redemptorist. 

The  social  life  of  these  girls  receives  adequate 
attention  also,  as  can  be  seen  from  the  number  of 
parties,  plays,  bridges,  concerts,  etc.,  given  during  the 
past  year.  The  hostel  must  be  made  attractive  or  the 
girls  will  not  care  to  spend  evenings  there.  As  a 
help  to  the  entertainment  programme  the  Sisters  have 
been  fortunate  enough  to  borrow  a  movie  machine, 
for  which  the  films  can  be  rented  at  a  reasonable 
price.  So  regular  "movies"  are  shown  for  a  very 
low  admission  fee. 

Classes  in  cooking  and  in  art  have  been  started, 
and  many  of  the  girls  are  availing  themselves  of  these 
opportunities  for  improvement. 

Wedding  Shower. 

Now  we  shall  quote  from  a  letter  received  from 
this  mission,  giving  interesting  details  of  a  shower 
held  for  one  of  the  girls  about  to  be  married: 

"The  day  before  the  shower  we  made  a  three- 
storey  wedding  cake,  with  white  butter  icing,  silver 
beads  and  a  large  pink  rose  on  the  very  top.  It 
looked  very  pretty  and  being  white,  looked  like  an 
"angel"  cake,  but  it  wasn't!  The  cooking  class  pro- 
vided the  ingredients. 

Sister  T.  made  a  miniature  bridal  party,  consist- 
ing of  the  bride,  groom  and  seven  bridesmaids.  The 
figures  were  six  inches  high,  and  were  .beautifully 
made.  To  hold  the  gifts,  Sister  decorated  a  bushel 
basket  with  white  crepe  paper  and  silver  handles. 
Each  girl  brought  a  gift. 

On  the  evening  selected  the  bride-to-be,  with  her 
fiance,  came  to  spend  the  evening  with  the  girls,  with 
no  idea  of  what  was  in  store  for  her.  On  arriving, 
she  was  conducted  to  a  large,  decorated  chair,  over 
which  a  wedding  bell  was  hung.  She  walked  to  this 
seat  of  honour  to  the  strains  of  "Here  Comes  the 
Bride,"  the  girls  taking  this  opportunity  to  shower 
her  with  confetti.  The  basket,  piled  high  with  gifts, 
was  then  placed  before  her.  She  was  so  surprised 
and  excited  that  she  hardly  knew  what  to  say  or  do. 

After  the  gifts  had  been  unwrapped  and  duly  ad- 
mired, there  was  dancing  for  a  while.  Then  the  slid- 
ing doors  were  opened  to  disclose  a  bridal  luncheon 
that  was  indeed  attractive.  On  the  main  table  was  the 
large  cake  and  miniature  bridal  party.  Overhead 
hung  a  huge  wedding  bell  with  streamers  reaching 
to  the  four  corners  of  the  table.  On  smaller  tables 
were  cherry  ice  cream,  turkey  sandwiches,  cake,  etc., 
the  whole  arrangement  being  most  effective. 

After  disposing  of  the  lunch  there  was  more  danc- 
ing and  then  the  girls  went  home  all  excited  over 
Sister  Superior's  announcement  that  we  would  provide 
the  same  kind  of  a  party  for  any  hostel  girl  marrying 
a  Catholic  boy.  So  you  see  we  are  doing  our  bit  to- 
wards the  prevention  of  mixed  marriages." 


Interest  Across  the  Border. 

Evidently  news  of  the  work  the  S.O.S.  are  doing 
in  Western  Canada  has  filtered  through  to  the  States. 
From  Kansas  the  Sisters  in  Winnipeg  received  a  let- 
ter from  the  President  of  "Our  Lady's  Lilies,"  a 
School  Sodality,  asking  what  they  could  do  to  help 
the  Sisters  of  Service  to  teach  the  poor  children  about 
God. 

One  of  the  Sisters  answered  this  letter  immediate- 
ly, thanking  the  children  for  their  interest  and  ad- 
vising them  as  follows:  1st.  To  make  little  sacrifices 
in  the  way  of  candy,  ice-cream,  etc.,  and  put  the  money 
saved  in  this  way  into  a  bank  to  be  used  in  helping 
the  missionary  work  of  the  Sisters  of  Service;  2nd. 
To  send  holy  pictures,  used  prayer-books,  rosaries, 
etc.,  for  distribution  among  the  poor  children;  3rd. 
To  say  a  fervent  prayer  every  day  for  these  poor 
abandoned  little  ones.  Sister  stressed  this  third  and 
last  means  as  being  the  most  important.  She  also 
forwarded  some  copies  of  the  "Field  at  Home"  to 
these  children. 

In  reply  she  received  the  following  letter,  which 
we  judge  worthy  of  being  printed: 
Dear  Sister:  — 

We  cannot  tell  you  how  happy  we  were  to  receive 
your  letter.  We  also  enjoy  the  stories  and  pictures 
in  "The  Field  at  Home."  We  are  so  glad  that  little 
Marjorie  got  to  make  her  First  Holy  Communion. 
We  feel  very  sorry  for  those  poor  children  and  will 
try  to  help  them  all  we  can.  We  have  the  snapshots 
you  sent  on  the  bulletin  board  now,  so  every  one 
will  be  able  to  look  at  them. 

At  the  last  meeting  of  Our  Lady's  Liies  the  chil- 
dren from  the  Manhattan  Catholic  School,  which  is 
about  eighteen  miles  from  here,  came  to  the  meet- 
ing. They  were  very  anxious  to  see  how  we  were 
going  to  help  the  Sisters  of  Service.  There  were  about 
thirty  mothers  present,  also.  I  read  your  letter  and 
asked  for  a  report  from  the  two  rooms  as  to  what 
was  being  done  to  carry  out  your  suggestions. 

The  third  and  fourth  grade  reported  that  each 
morning  they  made  a  visit  to  our  Lord  and  prayed 
for  you  and  your  poor  little  children.  They  also 
reported  they  are  saving  their  pennies  in  a  little  bank 
that  looks  like  a  deer.  We  hope  to  send  some  little 
religious  books  soon. 

The  first  and  second  grade  reported  that  they  have 
a  little  U.  S.  mail  box  in  which  to  put  their  pennies 
and  are  very  proud  that  so  far  they  have  saved  more 
than  the  third  and  fourth  grades.  They  say  one  Hail 
Mary  each  day  for  you  and  your  children.  The  little 
tots  say  they  will  surprise  you  with  rosaries  and 
holy  pictures  some  day. 

We  hope  that  many  little  children  will  soon  get 
to  make  their  First  Holy  Communion.  Will  you 
please  say  a  little  prayer  for  us? 

Your  loving  little  helpers, 

OUR  LADY'S  LILIES. 

Along  with  this  letter  came  a  note  from  the  Sister 
who  teaches  these  children,  expressing  her  own  in- 
terest in  our  work  and  assuring  us  of  the  children's 
desire  to  help.  As  an  example  she  told  how  one  morn- 
ing when  a  Sister  was  seen  coming  to  school  with  a 
number  of  "Daily  Missals"  she  had  ordered  for  schol- 
ars, about  a  half  dozen  children  ran  up  to  her,  crying 
out  eagerly:  "Are  those  for  the  poor  kids  in  Can- 
ada?" 

We  surely  appreciate  this  co-operation  on  the  part 
of  these  American  children,  and  we  trust  their  good 
example  may  fire  a  like  enthusiasm  in  the  hearts 
of  many  pupils  in  our  own  Canadian  schools. 


GUARD  WELL  THY  THOUGHTS,  FOR  THOUGHTS  ARE  HEARD  IN  HEAVEN. 
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the  Master  calleth  § 
Tor  thee  . 


/AW 


VOCATIONS 


"COME  AND  SEE!" 


THE  immortal  longings  and 
aspirations  of  the  human 
soul  have  not  changed  since 
Christ  was  on  earth.  There  are 
still  Andrews  and  Johns  who 
seek  Jesus  of  Nazareth,  crying  out 
with  all  the  fervour  and  devo- 
tion of  loving  hearts:  "Master, 
where  dwellest  Thou?" 

But  of  'those  who  put  the  eter- 
nal question,  how  many  have  the 
courage  and  determination  of 
purpose  to  follow  Jesus  when 
He  bids  them,  as  He  bade  An- 
drew and  John,  to  "Come  and 
See?" 

The  Apostles  followed  Him 
over  the  mountains  and  plains 
of  Palestine,  as  He  went  about 
doing  good.  They  found  His 
dwelling  to  be  the  streets  of  the 
towns,  the  country  lanes,  the 
shores  of  the  Jordan  and  Genes- 
areth,  the  homes  of  the  poor  and 
the  sick,  wherever  there  were 
souls  to  instruct,  and  to  heal. 
Souls !  Souls !  They  were  ever  his 
one  thought.  And  He  would 
have  His  Apostles  understand 
that  it  was  among  them  that  He 
had  His  abode. 

Time  has  not  changed  His 
dwelling-place.  He  is  still  to  be 
found  where  souls  are  most  in 
need.  He  lingers  among  the  little 
ones  of  the  flock,  scattered  over 


"Follow  Me.'' 


the  Western  prairies,  growing  up 
in  ignorance  of  Him  and  His 
doctrine  because  there  is  no  one 
to  teach  them;  He  tarries  among 
the  poor  sick  in  our  rural  hos- 
pitals, and  among  the  young 
Catholic  girls  who  need  counsel 
and  protection  in  our  large  cities. 

Dear  girl  readers,  you  who 
seek  for  closer  association  with 
Jesus  of  Nazareth,  you  who  have 
sometimes  heard  the  call  to  find 
Him  in  the  Missionary  Aposto- 
late,  do  not    hesitate  when  he 


bids  you  "Come  and  See"  and 
leads  the  way  to  His  dwelling- 
place  among  the  most  abandoned 
souls.  S.  0.  S. 


DO  MINE  QUID  ME  IN 
FACERE? 

T  ORD,  what  wilt  thou  have 
me  to  do?"  How  many 
young  people  ask  this  question? 
Not  many,  unfortunately;  and 
some  of  those  who  do  ask  it,  do 
so  in  a  half-hearted  manner,  fear- 
ing that  God  will  want  them  to 
do  something  contrary  to  their 
own  desires.  "What  a  pity!  God 
calls  each  one  individually.  Per- 
haps He  is  calling  you.  Why 
not  pause  a  while  and  listen? 
Ask  "What  shall  I  do?"  and 
hearken  to  the  answer.  You 
might  be  a  worker  in  God's  Mis- 
sion Field  and  win  many  souls 
to  everlasting  happiness.  Think 
it  over! 

INVITATION. 

Come,  my  beloved ! 

My  heart  hath  chosen  thee: 

Canst  thou  not  leave  the  things 

of  earth 
My  own  dear  spouse  to  be? 
Lift  now  thine  eyes  to  My  own 

face. 

Beloved,  answer  me ! 

M.  S.  House. 


ENDURANCE  IS  THE  HAPPY  FACULTY  OF  NEYER  GIYINC.  IX. 


THE  FIELD  AT  HOME 


^nd- the -field, 
is  -the  tDorld  " 


\  \ 

\  \ 

/  / 

HE  FIELD  AFAR 


nv  so**'* 


MISSION  ACTION   IS  CATHOLIC 
ACTION 

"Catholic  Action  was,  therefore, 
originally  a  missionary  project.  St. 
Paul  himself  makes  this  clear  in  his 
letter  to  the  Philippians  wherein  he 
expresses  his  lively  sense  of  grati- 
tude to  'those  women  who  have  lab- 
ored with  me  in  the  Gospel,  with 
Clement  and  the  rest  of  my  fellow 
laborers,  whose  names  are  in  the 
book  of  life'  (Phil.  4,3). 

"The  more  you  do,  then,  for  the 
missions,  the  closer  you  come  to  the 
heart  of  our  Holy  Father  and  the 
more  intimately  you  participate  in 
the  solicitude  which  he  shares  with 
the  Bishops,  Vicars  and  Prefects 
Apostolic  who  have  been  set  over 
these  various  missions,  as  well  as 
with  those  generous  Priests,  Nuns, 
and  catechists,  'who  bear  the  bur- 
den of  the  day  and  the  heat.' — 
Archbishop  Cicognani,  Apost.  Dele- 
gate to  U.S. 

*  *  * 

MISSIONARY  FACTS. 
It  will  surprise  many  to  learn 
that  Indo-China  and  China  proper 
hold,  respectively,  second  and  third 
places  among  the  nations  of  the 
world  in  supplying  Priests,  Brothers 
and  Sisters  for  the  Church's  mis- 
sionary forces.  France  is  first,  with 
9,000  missionaries;  but  Indo-China, 
with  6,500,  and  China,  with  5,500, 
rank  ahead  of  Germany,  Italy,  In- 
dia and  all  the  other  countries  of 
the  East  and  West. 

*  %  * 

Canada  sent  20  9  Priests,  Brothers 
and  Sisters  to  mission  fields  during 
1934.  These  missionaries  repre- 
sent 37  different  religious  institu- 
tions. 

*  *  * 

Alsace  is  still  the  world's  great- 
est nursery  of  missionaries.  From 
a  Catholic  population  of  840,000, 
Alsace  has  13  Vicars  and  16  Pre- 


fects Apostolic,  700  Priests,  300 
Brothers,  and  500  Sisters  engaged 
in  foreign  mission  service. 

*     *  * 

CANADIAN  PRIEST  DIES  IN 
CHINA. 

A  cablegram  to  China  Mission 
Seminary,  Scarboro  Bluffs,  Ontario, 
from  Very  Rev.  R.  Serra,  Pro-Vicar 


Rev.  Father  McGillivray. 

of  the  Canadian  Mission  of  Chu- 
chow,  China,  on  Tuesday,  August 
7th,  brought  word  of  the  death  of 
Rev.  James  McGillivray.  The  de- 
ceased priest  succumbed  to  an  at- 
tack of  Malaria  after  only  four 
days'  illness.  Ten  of  his  brother 
missionaries  were  at  his  bedside  in 
Lishui  as  the  Last  Sacraments  were 
administered.  His  death  is  the 
very  first  amongst  members  of 
China  Mission  Institute  since  its 
foundation  in  1918. 


A  REDEMPTORIST  MONASTERY 
FOR  SINGAPORE. 

Sydney  (Australia). — Six  priests 
and  three  brothers,  members  of  the 
Australian  Province  of  the  Congre- 
gation of  the  Most  Holy  Redeemer, 
left  Sydney  for  Singapore,  where 
they  opened  a  new  monastery. 
They  have  been  invited  to  Singa- 
pore by  the  Rost  Rev.  Adrian  De- 
vals,  Bishop  of  Malaya,  and  they 
will  conduct  missions  and  retreats 
in  the  Straits  Settlements,  the  Ma- 
laya Peninsula,  India  and  Burma. 
*-    •  " 

TREMENDOUS  FIGURES  MARK 
CHURCH'S  ADVANCE  IN 
CENTRAL  AFRICA. 

Two  thousand  converts)  were  re- 
ceived into  the  Church  at  the  single 
mission  of  Kabgayi,  Ruanda,  Cen- 
tral Africa,  during  the  first  three 
months  of  1933.  This  indicates  a 
very  probable  advance  over  the  high 
figure  of  1932  during  which  5,000 
conversions  were  registered.  At 
two  low  Masses  on  Palm  Sunday, 
9,600  Communions  were  distribut- 
ed. For  the  High  Mass  and  the 
Blessing  of  the  Palms,  an  altar  was 
erected  in  the  open  at  which  15,000 
natives  were  present. 

Similar  demonstrations  of  a  Mass 
movement  toward  the  faith  are  re- 
ported by  the  White  Fathers 
throughout  Ruanda. 

*     *  * 
WONDERFUL  GROWTH. 

At  Christmas,  this  year,  the  "So- 
ciety of  the  Divine  Word"  was  60 
years  old.  Founded  by  Arnold 
Janssen,  the  Society  counts  to-day 
1,270  priests,  1,448  brothers,  and 
some  6,000  students  and  novices. 

The  "Missionary  Servants  of  the 
Holy  Spirit,"  founded  also  by  Fa- 
ther Janssen,  counts  2,640  mem- 
bers. 

This  is  surely  a  beautiful  exam- 
ple of  missionary  growth  in  the 
Church  of  to-day. 


GOD  GIVES  EVERY  BIRD  ITS  FOOD,  BUT  DOES  NOT  THROW  IT  INTO  THE  NEST. 
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CANADIAN 


No  Gast  —  no  CQest  ju 

THE  PRIDE  OF  THE  OCEAN 


THE  "EMPRESS  OF  BRITIAN",   the  great 
Canadian  Pacific  liner  Was  brought  the  name 
of  Canada  to  the  four  corners  of  the  earth. 
She  may  well  be  called  the  "Pride  of  the  Ocean," 
the  "Empress  of  the  Sea."    Whether  she  braves 
the  Atlantic  or  sails  graciously  down  our  mighty 


palatial  liner  around  the  world.  Every  import- 
ant port  of  the  five  continents  has  seen,  some  time 
or  other,  her  proud  pennant  fluttering  to  the  ocean 

breeze. 

On  various  occasions  we  have  seen  the  Empress 
of  Britain;  at  Quebec,  sliding  silently  into  port 


Courtesy  of  C.P.R. 


C.P.R.  Liner  Empress  of  Britain 


St.  Lawrence,  whether  she  basks  in  the  sun  of  the 
mysterious  Orient  or  plows  the  blue  waters  of  the 
Mediterranean,  everywhere  she  carries  with  her 
the  fair  name  of  Canada  and  proclaims  the  pro- 
gressiveness  of  her  people. 

No  ship  that  has  sailed  the  "Seven  Seas"  has 
done  more  to  make  our  country  known  to  the 
world  at  large.     An  annual  cruise  brings  our 


or  tied  at  the  dock  under  the  shadow  of  the  Cita- 
del ;  at  Vancouver,  slipping  graciously  from  the 
sheltered  waters  of  that  great  western  harbour; 
at  Victoria,  riding  at  anchor,  eager  to  answer  the 
mysterious  call  of  the  Orient.  Always  a  feeling 
of  pride  crept  over  us.  The  "Empress  of  Brit- 
ain" was  the  symbol  of  the  beauty  and  strength 
of  Canada.  g.  DALY. 


TO  BE  A  GOOD  MISSIONARY  YOU  WANT  NERVE,  BIT  NOT  NERVES. 
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GOD  SAVE  OUR  KING 


At 


In  union  with  the  many 
peoples  comprising  the  far- 
flung  British  Empire,  we 
mourned  the  death  of  our 
late  Sovereign,  King  George 
V.  We  felt  that  in  his  pass- 
ing we  had  lost  a  kind  and 
just  ruler,  one  entirely  de- 
voted to  the  interests  and 
welfare  of  his  subjects  in 
every  clime  and  of  every 
race  and  creed.  Our  sin- 
merest  sympathy  went  out 
to  Queen  Mary  and  the 
other  members  of  the  Royal 
Family  in  a  loss  which  to 
them  was  so  personal  and 
intimate. 

We  rest  securely  in  the 
conviction  that  in  his  suc- 
cessor, the  Prince  of  Wales 
— now  King  Edward  VIII. 
— we  have  a  Sovereign 
worthy  in  every  way  to 
carry  on  the  great  and 
responsible  task  of  govern- 
ing the  British  Empire.  As 
Prince  of  Wales,  he  won 
world-wide  affection  and 
esteem.  And,  although  there 


was  no  need  of  the  assur- 
ance, all  loyal  hearts  re- 
joiced in  the  words  spoken 
by  King  Edward  in  his  first 
nation-wide  broadcast  as 
King: 

"I  am  better  known  to 
most  of  you  as  the  Prince 
of  Wales,  as  a  man  who 
during  the  war  and  since 
has  had  the  opportunity  of 
getting  to  know  the  people 
of  nearly  every  country  of 
the  world  under  all  condi- 
tions and  circumstances. 
And  although  I  now  speak 
to  you  as  King,  I  am  still 
the  same  man  who  had  that 
experience  and  whose  con- 
stant effort  it  will  be  to  pro- 
mote the  well-being  of  his 
fellow-men." 

In  extending  our  loyal 
fealty  and  devotion  to  King- 
Edward,  we  wish  for  him  a 
long,  happy  and  prosperous 
reign,  crowned  with  richest 
blessings  for  himself  and 
the  peoples  over  which,  by 
the  grace  "of  God,  he  now 
holds  sovereign  sway. 


ON  THE  MONTREAL  WATERFRONT 


UNDER  the  caption  "I  cover  the  Waterfront," 
Austin  F.  Cross  has  written  a  series  of  arti- 
cles in  last  November's  issue  of  "Macleans 
Magazine."  They  give  the  views  of  a  newspaper 
man  of  the  Montreal  Harbour  during  the  shipping- 
season.  The  author  made  a  kind  reference  to  the 
Sisters  of  Service  whom  through  error  he  names 
"Sisters  of  Mercy." 

After  describing  the  arival  of  the  immigrants 
his  attention  is  arrested  by  a  Slav  girl  who  hlas 
just  walked  down  the  gangway  and  is  somewhat 
bewildered,  finding  no  one  who  can  understand 
her : 

"The  Dominion  immigration  woman,  makes 
sure  no  attempt  has  been  made  to  bring  in  this 
young  girl  for  immoral  purposes — for  if  vigilance 
is  relaxed  for  a  moment,  that  is  what  happens — 
then  the  routine  clearance  starts.  Quite  often 
this  routine  is  anything  but  a  tranquil  affair. 


First,  the  poor  girl  tries  to  make  herself  under- 
stood, and  no  one  has  the  slightest  idea  what  she 
is  talking  about.  Finally,  ineffectual  haranguing 
leads  to  tears,  as  weepingly  the  heart-faced  Slav 
girl  tries  to  explain  herself.  This  is  a  good  time 
to  locate  a  Sister  of  Mercy.  These  self-effacing 
ladies  with  the  nun-like  mien  make  no  fuss,  but 
are  extremely  efficient.  Often  the  peasant  girl 
is  bawling  when  the  Sister  of  Mercy  gets  there. 
A  few  soft  syllables,  and  the  Sister  has  picked  up 
the  newcomer's  nationality.  The  tears  of  anguish 
change  to  sobs  of  joy,  and  the  Slav  girl  falls  on 
the  Sister  of  Mercy's  neck,  blubbers  half-com- 
prehensible sentences  in  torrents,  cools  down  and 
in  an  hour  is  en  route  to  join  her  folks  in  Saskat- 
chewan." 

These  remarks  made  by  an  outsider  are 
worth  noting.  They  illustrate  beautifully  the 
value  of  the  Port  work  of  the  Sisters  of  Service. 


THE  LOVE  OF  GOD  CREATED  US,  BUT  THE  HUMILITY  OF  GOD  SAVED  US. 
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«<  CHILDREN'S  PAGES 


Dear  Young  People  : — ■ 

Here  I  am  with  my 
Easter  Greetings.  I 
know  you  will  all  be 
very  happy  on  this 
great  Feast  when  we 
celebrate  the  victory 
our  Divine  Captain 
■Jm  \  over   death,   hell,  and 

\  the    grave.     Do  yon 

■  \  know  which  of  you  will 

V  \        be    happiest?  Those 

V  who    have    made  the 

most  sacrifices  during 
Len1  a  n  d  especially 
during  Holy  Week  to 
show  love  and  sym- 
pathy with  Jesus  during  the  hours  of  His  agony 
and  death.  For  unless  we  have  tried  to  share  in 
His  sorrows,  how  can  be  expect  to  rejoice  in  His 
triumph? 

May  our  Risen  Captain,  give  us  the  grace  to 
love  Him  with  all  our  hearts — on  earth  awhile- — ■ 
and  then,  after  our  own  Resurrection — forever  in 
Heaven.  This  is  my  Easter  wish  for  all  Young 
Missionaries. 

THE  CAPTAIN,  Y.M.C.K. 


Attention,  Young  People! 


NEW  JUNIOR  CLUB  IN  QUEBEC 

We  have  received  the  good  news  of  the  recent 
formation  of  a  Junior  Y.M.C.K.  Club  in  Quebec. 
We  understand,  too,  that  the  members  of  this 
junior  division  are  working  as  hlard  as  ever  they 
can  for  the  missions;  and  of  course  they  are  pray- 
ing hard,  too.  Perhaps  the  Senior  Club  will  now 
have  to  look  to  its  laurels,  although  we  know  it 
would  take  much  hard  work  to  get  ahead  of  those 
tried  (and  faithful  workers.  We  welcome  the 
juniors  most  heartily,  and  wish  them  many  years 
of  service  as  zealous  Young  Missionaries. 


THREE  WAYS 

A  Parable  by  The  Captain 

There  was  once  a  King  who  had  three  dearly 
loved  daughters — Eva,  Alice  and  Grace.  One 
day  he  called  them  to  him  and  said:  ''My  dear 
children,  your  real  home  is  Fairyland,  for  though 
I  indeed  rule  over  this  country  where  you  are 
now  living,  my  real  Kingdom  is  the  Land  of  Fair- 
ies. Now  I  desire  that  you  should  go  to  that 
beautiful  Home  where  there  is  nought  but  sun- 
shine, flowers  and  happiness.  However,  the  way 
thither  is  long  and  you  will  meet  many  obstacles 
to  hinder  your  progress.  Therefore,  I  give  to 
each  of  you  a  pair  of  fairy  wings  which  I  have  en- 
dowed with  magic  power." 

The  children  received  the  wings  with  exclama- 
tions of  joy  and  promised  to  take  good  care  of 
them.  The  King  then  produced  three  lovely  white 
robes,  made  to  fit  each  child.  "These  garments." 
he  said,  "are  a  sign  that  you  are  really  my  chil- 
dren and  have  a  right  to  enter  my  Kingdom  of 
Fairyland." 

The  children  started  at  once,  for  they  were 
eager  to  reach  the  wonderful  country  of  the  fair- 
ies. For  several  days  they  journeyed  along  hap- 
pily, pausing  sometimes  to  pick  wild  flowers  or 
to  admire  some  beautiful  streamlet,  but  not  for 
long,  for  their  great  desire  to  reach  Fairyland — 
their  real  home — was  ever  with  them. 

Suddenly,  on  ia  bright  sunny  morning  they 
found  their  path  blocked  by  an  enormous  rock 
that,  completely  shut  out  the  view  ahead. 

"Oh,  what  shall  we  do?"  cried  Eva  excitedly, 
throwing  herself  tempestuously  against  the  great 
mass  of  stone,  in  a  futile  attempt  to  shift  it. 

"Don't  do  that,"  protested  Alice  sharply.  "Can't 
you  see  it's  too  big  to  push?  And  you've  torn 
your  beautiful  white  robe," 

Poor  Eva  started  to  cry,  but  Grace  put  her 
arms  around  her,  kissed  her  and  said:  "Never 
mind,  dear.  I  have  some  magic  thread  that  will 
mend  it.  And,  sisters,  don't  you  think  we  had 
better  try  the  magic  wings  the  King,  our  Father, 
gave  us?" 

"Oh,  nonsense!"  cried  Alice.  "They  couldn't 
move  a  stone.  I  think  the  only  thing  to  do  is  to 
climb  over  it.  It  may  take  a  long  time,  but  it's 
the  only  sensible  way." 

So  practical  Alice  set  out  without  wasting 
more  words. 

Grace  watched  her  stumbling  and  sliding  up 
the  rough  surface  and  then  turned  to  Eva,  who 
was  crying  softly  and  nursing  a  painful  bruise 
received  during  her  reckless  dash  against  the 
rock. 


ONE  OF  THESE  DAYS  IS  NONE  OF  THESE  DAYS. 
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"Get  out  your  fairy  wings,  Eva,  and  put  them 
on.  I'm  sure  this  is  just  the  very  time  Father 
meant  us  to  make  use  of  them."  She  drew  out 
her  own  wings  as  she  was  speaking. 

"I  don't  believe  they  are  a  bit  of  use,"  cried 
Eva  passionately.  "They  are  pretty  little  things 
and  will  be  all  very  well  in  Fairyland,  but  they 
won't  help  us  to  move  this  great  rock.'" 

"But  at  least  it  wouldn't  hurt  to  try."  urged 
Grace.  "You  know  Father  said  they  were  to 
help  us  in  difficulties." 

"Not  this  kind."  retorted  Eva.  "I'm  sur- 
prised you  can  be  so  ridiculous." 

Suddenly  her  eyes  brightened.  "Oh.  look. 
Grace,  over  there  to  the  left!  See  that  beautiful 
garden  with  the  flowers  and  rippling  brooks?  I 
shall  go  over  there  and  be  happy." 

"Oh,  no,  Eva,  you  must  not  go  there.  Surely 
you  remember  our  Father  siaid  we  were  never  on 
any  account  to  leave  the  straight  road  on  which 
we  started.  If  you  won't  try  the  magic  wings, 
at  least  you  can  follow  Alice.  She  is  getting  on, 
slowly,  but  surely." 

Both  pair  of  eyes  turned  towarcks  Alice  who 
was  stumbling  painfully  up  the  rough  sides  of  the 
gigantic  rock. 

"Oh.  I  have  no  desire  to  wear  myself  out  that 
way."  decided  Eva  immediately.  "No,  I  am  off 
to  the  bright  field  over  there." 

"But,  Eva,  darling,  you'll  never  reach  Fairy- 
land!" protested  Grace. 

"Those  bright  fi-elds  are  good  enough  for  me. 
"Who  knows  anj-thing  about  Fairyland,  anyway  ? 
It  may  not  even  exist.  No,  I  shall  take  the  pleas- 
ures that  are  right  here  at  hand." 

"Oh,  Eva,  our  Father!  You  will  never  see 
him  again  if  you  do  not  keep  on  in  the  way  he 
directed  us." 

There  was  a  brief  moment  of  hesitation.  Then 
Eva  gave  her  head  a  little  toss.  "I  can't  help 
that,"  she  cried  defiantly.  "If  he  really  loved  us 
he  wouldn't  have  put  such  a  big  obstacle  in  the 
way  of  our  reaching  him." 

"Perhaps  it  is  to  try  our  love,"  began  Grace, 
but  before  the  sentence  was  completed,  Eva  had 
started  running  towards  the  bright  fields  at  the 
left.  So  quickly  did  she  go,  once  started,  that 
she  was  out  of  sight  before  Grace  realized  she 
had  really  gone. 

Alone  before  the  rock  Grace  regarded  the  fairy 
wings  in  her  hands.  Then,  with  a  swift  decided 
movement  she  slipped  them  on,  as  directed,  mumur- 
ing  as  she  did  so:  "Father,  I  believe  you  meant 
what  you  said  when  you  told  us  these  wings  would 
be  a  help  in  time  of  difficulty." 

Scarcely  were  the  wings  adjusted  and  the 
words  uttered  than  Grace  felt  herself  rising  swift- 
ly through  the  air.  In  a  few  seconds  she  had  pass- 
ed Alice,  still  painfully  climbing  upward,  and 
soon  she  had  reached  the  top  of  the  huge  rock. 


For  an  instant  she  poised  over  its  summit,  then 
descended  easily  on  the  other  side. 

There,  just  a  few  yards  away,  she  saw  the 
gates  of  Fairyland — wide  open  to  receive  her. 
She  thought  regretfully  of  Alice,  toiling  up  the 
rock,  trusting  to  her  own  feeble  strength;  and  a 
stab  of  pain  pierced  her  heart  at  the  thought  of 
Eva,  who  had  given  up  all  claim  or  right  to  enter 
this  wonderful  country.  Suddenly,  standing  in 
the  gateway  of  Fairyland,  she  saw  her  beloved 
Father.  "With  a  cry  of  joy  she  ran  into  his  wel- 
coming arms,  and  all  was  forgotten  in  the  happi- 
ness of  being  at  last  in  her  Father's  Country — 
safe  in  his  love  forever. 

INTERPRETATION 

The  King  is  God.  The  children  are  three  souls 
who,  after  receiving  the  white  robe  of  baptism,  set 
out  for  their  true  home — Heaven.  The  magic  wings 
represent  prayer  and  loving  confidence  in  God.  The 
rock  is  the  difficulties  they  meet  in  the  way  of  salva- 
tion. Eva  is  the  type  of  soul  who  rushes  wildly 
against  obstacles  at  first,  and  then  gives  up  every 
thought  of  eternity  and  settles  down  to  enjoy  all  the 
good  things  of  this  world,  entirely  forgetful  of  her 
loving  Father  in  Heaven.  Alice  is  the  type  who  is 
determined  to  surmount  difficulties  and  really  wants 
to  reach  God  and  Heaven,  but  she  relies  too  much  on 
her  own  strength  and  human  endurance,  thus  making 
the  way  long  and  painful  for  herself.  Grace  is  the 
type  who,  when  confronted  with  insurmountable  diffi- 
culty, spreads  the  wings  of  prayer  and  loving  confi- 
dence, rising  with  ease  over  all  obstacles  that  would 
keep  her  from  loving  union  with  her  Father  in 
Heaven. 


LIFE'S  FINE  THINGS. 

Learn  appreciation  of  the  fine  things  in  art, 
literature,  music.  Avoid  gaudy  pictures,  sensa- 
tional books,  cheap  music.  If  you  learn  to  recog- 
nize the  beauty  in  symphonies,  Gothic  arches, 
sunsets,  bird  notes,  and  lovely  pictures,  you  will 
greatly  increase  the  richness  of  your  life  and  be 
adding  to  God's  glory  by  discerning  His  hand- 
Avork  in  all  harmonious  things. 


WANTED 

A  Catholic  Encyclopaedia  for  reference  work. 
If  some  kind  friend  could  supply  us  with  this 
much-desired  necessitv,  we  would  be  very  grate- 
ful. 

Our  hospitals  are  also  very  mueh  in  need  of 
clothing,  used  or  otherwise,  and  of  Catholic  maga- 
zines for  distribution  among  the  patients  and 
parishioners. 


EGGS  NOW  ARE  BETTER  THAN  CHICKENS  TO-MORROW. 
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Our  Benefactors!  S 


arter  Your 
Silver  for  Souls 


THANKS 

Vilna  Hospital  is  indebted  to  the  Catholic  Women's 
League  of  Harwich,  Ont.,  for  a  collection  of  Catholic 
magazines,  which  were  enjoyed  immensely  by  the 
patients. 

Two  devoted  friends  of  our  missionary  work  have 
recently  made  a  donation  which  will  provide  a  chapel 
for  our  catechetical  mission  in  Regina.  This  generous 
contribution  was  given  in  memory  of  a  deceased  mem- 
ber of  the  family.  What  a  splendid  way  of  showing 
true  devotion  to  loved  ones  who  have  gone  before! 


A  WORD  TO  OUR  FRIENDS  AND 
BENEFACTORS 

Undoubtedly  our  friends  have  learned 
through  the  press  that  the  Sisters  of  Ser- 
vice have  been  generously  remembered  in 
Mrs.  A.  J.  Small's  will.  This  is  true,  and  I 
can  assure  you  that  this  generosity  of  our 
Benefactress  is  fully  appreciated.  But  there 
is  a  fact  to  which  I  would  like  to  draw  their 
attention.  It  will  take  years  before  the  Sis- 
ters will  be  able  to  fully  enjoy  the  benefits 
of  this  bequest.  The  possibility  of  some 
long  drawn-out  litigation,  the  difficulty  in 
present,  conditions  of  realizing  on  real  estate, 
the  legal  entanglements  which  generally  ac- 
company the  liquidation  of  a  large  estate — 
these  are  some  of  the  difficulties  which  will 
not  allow  the  Sisters  to  enjoy  the  generosi- 
ties of  Mrs.  Small  for  some  years  to  come. 

I  thought  I  owed  to  our  friends  this  ex- 
planation of  facts  in  view  of  the  support 
they  have  given  so  generously  to  the  Sisters 
of  Service  during  the  past  years.  "We  hope 
therefore  that  they  will  continue  to  lend  to 
our  missionary  endeavour  their  valuable  help, 
particularly  during  these  distressful  years 
when  the  need  in  the  mission  field  is  so 
great. 

My  heartfelt  thanks  once  more  go  out  to 
each  and  every  friend  of  our  work.  May 
God  bless  them  and  give  them  back  a  hun- 
dredfold what  they  have  sacrificed  so  will- 
ingly for  the  extension  of  His  Kingdom  in 
their  own  beloved  Canada. 

G.  DALY. 


In  that  little  chapel  our  Blessed  Lord  will  ever  reside 
in  His  Sacrament  of  Love  and  surely  His  Sacred  Heart 
will  not  be  unmindful  either  of  those  who  made  the 
offering  or  of  the  one  for  whom  it  was  offered. 

We  acknowledge  with  gratitude  a  box  of  lovely 
toys  sent  to  our  children  at  Camp  Morton  by  Mrs.  Rose 
Sehl,  of  Waterloo,  Ont.  This  kind  benefactress  also 
sent  a  generous  supply  of  toys  to  our  hospital  at 
Vilna.  What  joy  this  charitable  deed  brought  to  the 
hearts  of  so  many  of  Christ's  poor  little  ones! 

Miss  Margaret  McDonald,  another  continued  friend 
of  our  missions,  sent  in  a  useful  assortment  of  knitted 
stockings  and  mittens,  which  we  immediately  for- 
warded to  the  frozen  West,  where  they  kept  many  a 
poor  child  from  suffering  during  the  severe  winter. 

Mrs.  A.  V.  Martin,  who  has  indeed  proven  herself 
a  benefactress,  has  once  more  earned  our  sincere 
thanks  by  sending  a  box  of  clothing  to  our  Camp  Mor- 
ton mission.  This  was  greatly  appreciated  by  both 
Sisters  and  people  to  whom  it  was  distributed. 

Mrs.  Wm.  Johnson,  of  Paris,  Ont.,  with  the  assist- 
ance of  her  daughter,  knitted  a  number  of  beautiful 
baby  sets,  which  we  forwarded  to  our  hospitals,  where 
they  were  most  gratefully  welcomed.  May  God  bless 
these  kind  friends  for  the  many  stitches  so  generously 
made  for  the  glory  of  God! 

From  "Quebec"  we  received  a  box  of  linens,  also 
some  cancelled  stamps  and  coupons.  As  there  was  no 
return  address  on  these  parcels,  we  could  not  send  a 
personal  word  of  appreciation,  but  we  hope  "Quebec" 
will  recognize  herself  in  this  paragraph  and  accept  our 
sincere  thanks  for  her  very  welcome  donations. 

Our  good  friend,  Reverend  Father  Magnan,  has 
again  come  to  our  assistance  by  a  donation  of  $5.00 
to  our  Edmonton  Catechetical  House. 

Our  sincere  thanks  go  to  the  Westmount  Sub- 
division of  the  Catholic  Women's  League,  Montreal, 
for  a  shower  of  drugs  and  hospital  supplies  in  aid  of 
our  Western  hospitals. 


WILL  YOU  XOT  WATCH  ONE  HOUR  WITH  ME? 

The  sanctuary  lamp  in  our  little  missionary  chapels 
throughout  the  West  keep  the  watch  for  the  Master's 
Eucharistic  Presence.  Would  you  not  like  to  watch 
by  Him  in  these  lonely  spots  by  contributing  $1.00  for 
the  upkeep  of  the  sanctuary  lamp? 


YOUR  WILL? 

Review  your  will  in  the  light  of  eternity. 
Have  you  made  provisions  in  it  for  the  ex- 
tension of  God's  Kingdom  on  earth?  Do 
you  not  think  that  "something"  of  your 
life's  work  should  go  back  to  "HIM"  who 
gave  "all"  to  "YOU". 

Remember  in  your  will  the  missionary 
work  of  the  Sisters  of  Service  in  Canada. 


HE  WHO  GIVES  ALMS  PRAYS  WITHOUT  WORDS. 


A  Missionary  Endeavour  for  Canada 
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"LOOK  AT  BIG  MAPS" 


Become  a  Partner  in  our  Missionary  Work 
WHAT  YOU  CAN  DO 


A  CATHOLIC  AND  NATIONAL  INVESTMENT 

BLIRSES — Those  who  give  $5,000  will  establish  a  burse  for  the 
training  of  a  Sister. 

FOUNDERS — Those  who  give  $1 ,000  will  be  esteemed  as  Founders. 

PATRONS — Those  who  give  $500  will  be  accounted  as  Patrons. 

HONORARY  MEMBERS— Those  who  give  $10.00  a  year  for  10 
years,  or  $100,  become  Honorary  Members. 

ASSOCIATE  MEMBERS— Those  who  give  $5.00  a  year  for  10 
years,  or  $50,  become  Associate  Members. 


Every  contribution,  large  or  small, 
will  be  gratefully  accepted. 


INVEST  SOME  OF  YOUR  EARNINGS  IN  THE  HOME  MISSION  FIELD 
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AND  SPIRITUAL 
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BUY  OUR  ANNUITY  BONDS-A  SAFE  AND  PROFITABLE  INVESTMENT 
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A  CATHOLIC  CANADIAN  ENDEAVOUR 


What  some  Bishops  of  the 
Canadian  Hierarchy  Think  of 
the  Catholic  and  National  Mis- 
sionary Endeavour  of  the 
"Sisters  of  Service" 

"The  Bishops  of  Canada  recom- 
mend the  zealous  and  devoted  ac- 
tivities of  the  Sisters  of  Service." 
— Report  of  the  plenary  meeting  of 

the  Canadian  Hierarchy,  Quebec, 

Oct.,  1928. 

"I  regard  the  founding  of  the 
Society  known  as  the  'Sisters  of 
Service'  as  a  very  important  step 
towards  a  solution  of  the  problem 
of  immigration.  Its  purpose  com- 
bines the  safeguarding  of  the  faith 
with  social  and  civic  betterment 
from  a  Canadian  point  of  view.  It 
is  constructive  work  of  the  best 
kind.  Though  originating  in  Toronto,  it  is  not 
in  any  sense  for  Toronto.  It  appeals  to  the 
whole  Dominion.  One  needs  but  two  qualities, 
love  of  God  and  love  of  Canada,  to  become 
interested  in  the  success  of  the  'Sisters  of  Service'." 

N.  McNeil, 

Archbishop  of  Toronto. 

"While  Vicar  General  of  Edmonton  I  saw  at 
close  range  the  excellent  work  done  by  the  Sis- 
ters of  Service  in  their  multiple  missionary  activi- 
ties. I  cannot  too  highly  commend  their  zeal  and 
energy  for  the  salvation  of  the  most  abandoned 
souls  of  Western  Canada.  The  correspondence 
course  in  religious  instruction,  which  they  carry 
on  with  such  success,  deserves  a  special  tribute, 
as  they  thus  minister  to  the  little  ones  of  Christ 
far  from  Church  and  Catholic  school." 

James  C.  McGuigan. 
Archbishop  of  Regina. 

"The  work  of  the  'Sisters  of  Service'  will 
certainly  fill  a  great  need  out  here.  The  only 
limit  to  their  labours  would  be  the  number  of 
subjects  they  could  supply  ....  I  am  quite  con- 
fident that  this  work  is  inspired  by  God. 

"Such  an  order  is  very  necessary  in  my  Arch- 
diocese and  could  do  splendid  work  for  God  and 
Holy  Mother  Church." 

Henry  O'Leary, 

Archbishop  of  Edmonton. 

"I  hail  with  satisfaction  and  delight  the  founda- 
tion of  the  religious  institute — the  'Sisters  of 
Service'  .  .  .  May  God  call  many  generous  souls 
to  this  new  and  glorious  apostolate!" 

►J<  Alfred  A.  Sinnott, 

Archbishop  of  Winnipeg. 

"I  hope  that  when  it  becomes  possible  I  may 
have  in  this  diocese  three  or  four  colonies  of  the 
'Sisters  of  Service'  ...  If  I  can  do  anything  to 


help  this  zeal-inspired  undertaking 
it  will  be  a  privilege  to  do  it." 

J.  T.  McNally, 

Bishop  of  Calgary. 

"I  approve  the  idea  of  the 
'Sisters  of  Service'  and  wish  to  see 
them  at  their  work  as  soon  as 

possible." 

►J<  NlCETAS  BUDKA, 

Ukrainian  Greek  Catholic  Bishop 
of  Canada. 


Appreciations  of  the  "Sisters  of 
Service"  Work 
"The  endeavour  of  the  Sisters  of 
Service   is   a   record   of  splendid 
achievement  and  useful  work  for  the 
Dominion,  and  I  know  from  the  lit- 
tle experience  I  have  personally  of 
the  work  of  your  Order  how  much  self-sacrifice 
and  devotion  to  humanity  goes  with  it." 
— Sir  Henry  Thornton,  Chairman  and  President  of 
the  Canadian  National  Railways. 

"I  wish  to  place  on  record  the  extremely  valuable 
assistance  I  have  received  from  the  C.W.L.,  and 
especially  from  the  Sisters  of  Service  whose  admir- 
able training  renders  them  particularly  useful  for 
work  among  new-comers." — AbbS  Casgrain,  General 
Chaplain  for  Immigration  in  Canada,  in  an  inter- 
view given  to  the  Editor  of  the  North  West  Review  of 
Winnipeg,  December  31,  1927 . 

"The  Sisters  of  Service  is  an  heroic  and — we 
confidently  believe — inspired  effort  to  meet  the 
great  need  of  the  Home  Missions.  The  Catholic 
Record  considers  it  a  privilege  to  be  allowed  to  help 
this  great  work." — The  Editor  of  the  Catholic 
Record,  January  8,  1927 . 

"The  Sisters  of  Service  have  been  especially 
successful  in  their  work  amongst  immigrantgirls." — 
Official  Report  of  the  Department  of  Immigration  and 
Colonization — to  the  Parliament,  for  the  fiscal  year 

ending  March  31,  1926.   Page  48. 

"The  work  of  the  'Sisters  of  Service'  which  you 
are  promoting  for  the  welfare  of  the  Church  in  the 
outlying,  district  of  Western  Canada  has  come  to 
my  notice.  It  is  indeed  a  timely  effort  for  the 
welfare  of  our  Catholics  on  the  Western  Prairies  and 
no  one  can  but  remark  the  value  of  this  contribu- 
tion to  Church  and  Country.  I  am  sure  that  in  the 
ranks  of  our  Catholic  Womanhood  you  will  find 
many  devout  girls  to  whom  this  life  will  appeal." 
Government  House,      Sir  Charles  Fitzpatrick. 

Quebec,  August  22,  1923. 

"I  have  a  great  appreciation  of  the  efforts  of  the 
Sisters  of  Service.  I  know  they  are  doing  important 
work." — E.   W.  Beatty,  Chairman  and  President, 

Canadian  Pacific  Railway. 
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EDIT^ORIAL^m 


"Li/i  Up  Your  Eyes  and  See' 


ONE  of  the  most  touching  and  instructive 
scenes  of  the  Gospel  is  that  of  our  Divine 
Lord,  on  the  hills  of  Samaria,  pointing  out 
to  his  disciples  the  waving  harvest  field  and  ex- 
plaining to  them  its  spiritual  meaning. 

The  field  is  the  world ;  the  souls  of  men  are 
the  harvest.  How,  indeed,  like  to  the  wheat  in 
the  field  are  the  souls  of  men,  bending  to  every 
gust  of  wind  and,  at  times,  beaten  to  the  ground 
by  hail  and  storm !  And  when  the  green  blade 
changes  into  a  bright  gold  the  reaper  will  come 
and  garner  the  sheaves  of  the  harvest  into  the 
barn.  Unfortunately,  the  spiritual  reapers  are  too 
few  for  the  plentiful  harvest.  So  very  often  the 
labour  of  ploughing  and  sowing  is  lost.  This  is 
the  thought-provoking  symbol  of  human  life  which 
Our  Divine  Saviour  invites  us  to  consider  when 
He  says:    "Lift  up  your  eyes  ond  see." 

How. few  "lift  up  the  eyes  of  their  soul  and 
see  this  vision  of  things  unseen !"  So  many  Chris- 
tians keep  their  eyes  glued  to  the  earth ;  to  them 
the  spiritual  world  is  often  as  if  it  did  not  exist. 
Even  among  our  good  Catholics,  how  many  lift 
up  their  eyes  high  enough  to  take  in  the  mission 
fields  of  the  Church?  They  see  but  their  parish, 
their  pew  in  the  church,  their  Sodality  meeting. 
Themselves,  a  few  friends,  their  neighbours  .  .  . 
this  is  very  often  the  limit  of  their  vision.  They 
hardly  ever  grasp  the  meaning  of  their  daily 
prayer — "Thy  Kingdom  Come!"  They  do  not 
realize  that  this  Kingdom  of  God  on  earth  has  a 
first  claim  on  every  soul  that  comes  into  this  world. 

The  "Kingdom  of  God"  is  calling  to  us  from 
the  African  jungle,  from  the  snows  of  the  Arctic, 
from  mysterious  India  and  densely  populated 

LET  MB  ONLY  BE  FAITHFUL;  THE  LESS  I  CAN  DO.  THE  MORE  WILL  GOD  DO. 


China  and  Japan.  Even  in  our  own  country  call 
comes  from  the  immense  stretches  of  our  Prairie 
Provinces  and  rises  up  from  the  valleys  of  our 
Rockies.  Is  not  that  voice  the  same  Voice  the 
Apostles  heard  on  the  hills  of  Samaria  saying  to 
them:    "Lift  up  your  eyes  and  see?" 

The  vision  the  Catholic  necessarily  acquires 
by  frequently  "lifting  up  his  eyes  and  seeing"  is 
somewhat  like  that  of  the  Master,  a  vision  of  sym- 
pathy and  compassion.  When,  like  the  Saviour, 
he  becomes  mission-minded  he  has  compassion  on 
these  hundreds  of  missions  that  are  seated  in  the 
shadow  of  death  and  desires  to  share  with  them 
the  light  of  the  true  faith. 

Sympathy  is  interest  prompted  by  love.  The 
heart,  it  has  been  said,  has  reasons  the  mind  can- 
not grasp.  And  sympathy  leads  to  compassion. 
The  compassionate  heart  wishes  to  share  and  alle- 
viate the  miseries  of  others.  The?  first  young  man 
to  apply  to  Maryknoll  as  a  candidate  for  the  mis- 
sion field  in  China  was  F.  X.  Ford.  Just  recently 
he  was  consecrated  Bishop  and  took  as  his  motto : 
"Condolere"' — to  have  compassion. 

We  pray  our  Divine  Saviour  to  give  to  our 
readers  a  compassionate  heart  for  the  Mission 
Fields  of  God's  Church.  To  them  particularly  we 
would  point  out  our  own  Western  Field,  repeat- 
ing with  the  Master:  "Lift  up  your  eyes  and 
see." 
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MY  SCEPTER.  1 

I 

By  Isabelle  E.  Keeler. 

Poor  lowly  Handmaid  though  I  be, 

At  Christ's  Own  Banquet,  kneeling, 
Near  other  Guests  who  spurn  not  me 

For  poverty,  revealing — 
The  cook-stove  and  the  kitchen  are 

My  narrow  boundaries  ever; 
I  little  know  of  scenes  afar — 

God's  sunlight  warms  me,  never. 

And  yet  I  guard  a  Treasure  rare — 

Five  souls  to  bring  before  Him ;  j 
Though  oft  I  yearn  for  Pastures,  fair, 

Prostrate,  these  souls  adore  Him. 
E'en  though  I'm  dressed  in  homely  gown,  i 

My  hands  all  scarred  and  bleeding  = 
From  striving  to  keep  bright  their  Crown,  | 

The  while  His  Lambs  I'm  feeding- — 

I 

His  Cross  to  me,  a  Scepter  is,  | 

My  Throne,  by  none  disputed ; 
My  conscience  tells  me  I  am  His, 
Within  His  Ranks,  recruited. 
And,  when  I  pass  from  this  dark  Vale, 
With  worldly  fame  denied  me, 
•   No  terrors  shall  my  mind  assail —  j 
1       Christ's  Angel  Hosts  shall  guide  me.  j 
.j,  

CLEVERNESS. 

Under  the  caption,  "It  Is  Not  Clever  to  Be 
Clever,"  Robert  Arndt,  in  "The  Modern  Psycholo- 
gist," says  in  part : 

"One  of  the  most  overrated  commodities  in  the 
world  is  cleverness.  Despite  the  fact  that  a  few  in- 
dividuals (for  want  of  a  better  term  called  come- 
dians) are  receiving  fabulous  sums  for  a  few  minutes' 
recital  of  forced  humor,  cleverness,  like  crime,  does 
not  pay. 

"Even  more  pathetic  than  the  professional  jokes- 
ter  is  the  garden  variety  of  bright  young  person  whose 
conversation  is  a  running  fire  of  repartee,  bon  mots 
and  witticism,  and  who  seems  to  live  in  constant  fear 
that  he  may  say  something  dull  or  ordinary.  It  is 
amazing  how  many  of  our  young  men  and  women 
spend  time  and  energy  trying  to  develop  the  technique 
of  cleverness.  .  .  I  have  seen  young  men  at  the  movies, 
with  paper  and  pencil,  copying  the  bright  lines  of 
dialogue  from  the  screen,  especially  the  emotional 
passages,  with  the  futile  intention  of  using  these 
phrases  in  their  own  emotional  relationships.  One 
young  man  wrote  down  in  a  book  every  joke  and 
humorous  story  he  heard;  he  used  his  spare  mo- 
ments committing  these  to  memory,  so  that  he  was 
never  at  a  loss  to  be  what  he  considered  entertaining. 
Other  young  people  make  a  habit  of  adapting  the 
pet  phrases  of  radio  comedians  and  injecting  them 
into  their  conversation  with  annoying  persistence. 

"Another  type  of  'cleverness'  is  that  of  the  indi- 
vidual who  is  always  able  to  go  you  one  better,  no 


matter  what  subject  the  conversation  may  touch  on. 
If  you  are  telling  of  your  vacation  at  Atlantic  City, 
he  will  say:  'Oh,  that's  nothing!  When  I  was  on 
the  Riviera,  etc.,  etc'  He  is  dogmatic  about  persons 
and  dates,  and  claims  to  know  every  one  who  is 
worth  knowing. 

"According  to  the  findings  of  psychology,  'clever- 
ness' is  often  the  expression  of  a  feeling  of  inferior- 
ity. It  is  an  attempt  to  cover  up  by  verbal  display 
some  phase  of  social  inadequacy. 

"There  are  two  reasons  why  people  of  ability  and 
accomplishment  do  not  go  in  for  'cleverness.'  One  is 
that  they  haven't  time;  and  the  second,  that  they 
know  better."  I.  R.  McK. 


PATRIOTISM 

Patriotism  is  a  virtue  so  shaded  and  complex 
that  its  exercise  is  difficult.  Some  there  are  who 
fail  to  comprehend  it;  others,  who  caricature  it. 
It  is  necessary  to  realize  that  it  consists  of  a 
generous  and  enlightened  love,  well-ordered  and 
all-embracing,  of  the  great  diversity  of  elements 
which  go  to  make  up  our  country. 

In  our  age,  when  a  deleterious  internlational- 
ism  has  given  way  to  an  unbridled  nationalism, 
we  must  cultivate  a  patriotism  that  is  dictated  by 
faith.  It  is  a  virtue  that  stands  midway  between 
the  two  extremes,  not  in  combining  the  extrava- 
gances of  the  one  group  with  the  crimes  of  the 
other,  but  in  dominating  with  all  the  magnifi- 
cence of  justice  and  love  racial  egoism  a.s  well  as 
individual  egoism. —  (Cardinal  Villeneuve). 


KIND  WORDS. 

Kind  words  do  not  cost  much.  They  never 
blister  the  tongue  or  lips.  We  never  heard  of 
any  mental  trouble  arising  from  this  quarter. 
Though  they  do  not  cost  much,  yet  they  accom- 
plish much.  They  make  other  people  good-na- 
tured. They  also  produce  their  own  image  on 
men's  souls,  and  a  beautiful  image  it  is. — Blaise 
Pascal. 

I  AND  THEY  WONDER  WHY! 

He  smoked  cigars,  three  times  a  day. 
J       Ten  centers,  too,  at  that ; 

Then  gave  a  nickel  to  the  Church 

When  the  usher  passed  the  hat. 

She  gave  one  cent  for  mission  work, 
i      Then  spent  ten  cents  for  "gum"; 

Then  really  bowed  her  head  and  prayed  J 

Oh,  Lord,  Thy  Kingdom  come ! 

They  sat  at  home  and  wondered  why. 
j      The  Church  did  not  succeed ; 
j     .  She  chewed  her  gum  but  couldn't  tell. 

He,  puzzled,  smoked  his  weed. 


WHEN  WE  LOVE  GOD  WE  FIND  HIM  EVERYWHERE. 
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Notes  and  Comments 

! 
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MISSIONS  AND  WAR. 

The  warship  "Saratoga"  of  the 
United  States  Navy  cost  $44,000,- 
000.  To  maintain  that  ship,  it  costs 
the  government  $2,700,000  a  year. 

This  amount  of  money  would  be 
sufficient  to  defray  the  expenses  of 
all  the  Catholic  Missions  throughout 
the  world  for  two  years! 

The  Christian  nations  to-day  are 
spending  on  armaments  over  $100,- 
000,000  a  year!  .  .  .  And  how  much 
are  they  spending  to  extend  the 
Kingdom  of  Christ  in  Whom  alone 
they  can  find  "peace  and  security?" 
*     *  * 

WE  MIST  TAKE  NOTICE. 

"If  a  false  idea  is  able  for  cen- 
turies to  resist  the  authority  of 
ecclesiastical  condemnations,  the 
strictness  of  the  law,  the  superior 
force  of  arms,  it  must  have  its  roots 
in  the  deepest  and  most  pitiful 
wounds  of  human  nature.  When  a 
question  has  been  solved  over  and 
over  again  by  theology  and  philoso- 
phy and  by  political  science  as  well, 
yet  continues  repeatedly  to  repro- 
duce itself,  when  it  appears  on  the 
threshold  of  every  revolution  terri- 
fying weak  minds  and  soliciting  able 
intellects,  we  have  no  right  to  treat 
it  lightly.  We  have  no  right  to 
believe  that  the  whole  affair  has 
been  settled  when  we  have  cast  a 
few  trouble-makers  into  jail.  We 
have  to  show  to  it  the  respect  that 
is  due  to  those  great  problems 
which  Divine  Providence  makes  use 
of  in  order  to  keep  human  societies 
at  a  tension  and  to  drive  them  for- 
ward unceasingly  in  the  path  of 
progress." 

We  would  ask  our  readers  to  con- 
sider "Communism"  in  the  light  of 
those  words  of  Frederic  Ozanam, 
written  in  1872.  This  was  his  judg- 
ment on  the  "collectivist"  tenden- 
cies of  his  day: 

"Only  those  who  are  essen- 
tially alive  are  able  to  discover 
real  life  in  those  who  are 
'dead'." 

Igor  Strawinski. 

It  takes  a  real  missioner  to  under- 
stand the  work  of  our  first  mis- 
sioners  in  the  West.  When  one  has 
lived  in  the  West  and  tried  to 
visualize  what  that  West  was  before 
railway  transportation  was  avail- 
able, when  the  Indians  and  buffaloes 
roamed  over  the  prairie,  he  can  un- 
derstand what  heroes  were  the 
Lacombes,  the  Leducs  and  the 
Hugonards! 


"TRAVELLERS'  AID." 

As  the  S.O.S.  co-operate  every- 
where with  "The  Travellers'  Aid 
Society,"  we  thought  it  would  in- 
terest our  readers  to  reprint  here 
an  extract  from  the  December  issue 
of  the  "Bulletin  of  the  Catholic 
Women's  Union  of  the  U.S.A.: 

"From  morning  till  night,"  writes 
Bertha  McCall  in  "Good  House- 
keeping," treating  of  the  labors  of 
the  Travellers'  Aid  Society,  "con- 
fusion and  heart-break  stalk  shoul- 
der to  shoulder"  past  the  desks  of 
the  agents  set  up  in  numerous  rail- 
road stations.  "To  the  friendly 
woman  behind  the  white  globe  come 
hesitantly  the  bewildered,  the  ill, 
the  straying,  the  young,  the  old,  the 
emotionally  torn,  the  destitute — to 
unload  their  terror  and  dismay. 
These  applicants  include  run-away 
boys  and  girls,  stranded  families, 
confused  travellers,  run-away  wives, 
the  bewildered  aged,  unmarried 
mothers,  mental  cases,  lost  children, 
and  the  more  than  50,000  children 
travelling  alone  whom  the  Society 
protects  each  year." 

Travellers'  aid  is  a  most  exemp- 
lary form  of  charity.  It  is  a  great 
pity  that  in  our  country,  Catholics 
have,  with  so  few  exceptions,  re- 
mained Indifferent  to  it.  The  field 
has  been  largely,  if  not  entirely, 
pre-empted  by  non-Catholics.  The 
least  that  can  be  done  under  the 
circumstances  is  for  Catholics  to  see 
to  it  that  the  agents  of  the  Travel- 
lers' Aid  Society  in  all  railroad  sta- 
tions in  which  they  function  are 
provided  with  up-to-date  lists  of 
Catholic  social  and  charitable  agen- 
cies and  institutions  and  with  ad- 
dresses of  Catholic  homes  in  which 
girls  and  women  may  be  lodged  at 
least  over  night;  and  that  repre- 
sentatives of  Catholic  organizations 
and  agencies  systematically  contact 
the  aid  workers,  offering  co-opera- 
tion and  proving  their  efficiency  in 
handling  cases  that  may  be  referred 
to  them.  The  work  is  a  present-day 
variation  of  the  work  of  mercy:  "To 
harbor  the  harborless,"  and  of  the 
other:  "To  counsel  the  ignorant." 
If  Catholics  are  to  excel  in  works 
of  mercy,  they  cannot  neglect  so 
important  a  work  as  this. 

IN  AUSTRALIA  ALSO. 

As  a  result  of  the  National 
Eucharistic  Congress  at  Melbourne, 
Australia,  10,000  Catholics,  mostly 
children,  in  remote  districts,  are  en- 
rolled in  a  National  Correspondence 
Course  in  Christian  Doctrine.  In 


the  "Bushes  Scheme"  the  children 
are  also  brought  to  the  seashore 
each  year,  to  live  for  at  least  a 
week  under  entirely  Catholic  aus- 
pices.— "Commonweal." 


to 
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REASONS!" 


1  "Because  as  a  Catholic  Cana- 
4-  dian  I  am  deeply  interested 

in  our  great  Home  Mission 

Field. 

"Because  the  "Sisters  of  Ser- 
Jss  vice"  have  been  founded  to 
labour  in  that  Field  where 
the  leakage  of  our  Catholic 
forces  is  the  greatest. 

sri)  "Because  by  subscribing  to 
their  missionary  magazine  I 
wish  to  share  in  their  noble 
"Catholic  and  National  endea- 
vour." 


My  Name  

My  Address 


UNDERTAKE  SOME  LABOUR,  THAT  THE  DEVIL  MAY  ALWAYS  EIND  YOU  OCCUPIED. 


MISSION  NOTES 


MONTREAL. 

In  Montreal  the  subdivisions  of  the  Catholic 
Women's  League  have  been  successfully  enter- 
taining the  Club  girls  on  various  evenings.  These 
entertainments  were  greatly  appreciated,  as  Avas 
evidenced!  by  the  crowds  of  girls  who  attended. 

The  Business  Women's  Unit  provided  a  splen- 
did programme,  which  included  a  playette  en- 
titled "Cleptomania,"  an  enjoyable  musical  pro- 
gramme and  a  "movie"  which  Miss  Galameau, 
the  President,  Avas  fortunate  enough  to  secure 
from  the  Canadian  National  Railways. 

St.  Raphael's  Subdivision,  under  the'  able 
direction  of  Mrs.  King,  gave  the  girls  a  lively 
evening  with  games  of  bingo,  singing,  dancing, 
etc.    Prizes  were  awarded  to  those  excelling. 

The  Cote  des  Neiges  Subdivision  provided  an 
evening  brimful  of  interest,  under  the  direction 
of  Mrs.  W.  J.  O'Brien. 

The  Business  Women's'  Unit  of  St.  Lambert 
entertained  girls  royally,  the  evening  being  voted 
a  real  success  by  all  present. 

The  City  Subdivision  provided  an  elaborate 
programme  on  March  26th,  consisting  of  novelty 
step  dances,  piano  selections,  vocal  solos  and  a 
playette,  "The  Acid  Test."  The  convenor,  Mrs. 
Victor  Soucisse,  undoubtedly  gave  much  time  and 
effort  to  the  arranging  of  this  splendid  enter- 
tainment. 

We  are  very  grateful  for  this  helpful  co-opera- 
tion of  the  C.W.L.  in  our  work  for  young  girls 
in  Montreal,  and  we  trust  that  the  ringing  laugh- 
ter and  hearty  applause  of  the  Club  girls  was  con- 
vincing proof  that  these  efforts  on  their  behalf 
were  truly  appreciated. 

Our  sincere  thanks  go  also  to  the  Junior  City 
subdivisions  for  a  shower  for  our  baby  cupboard. 
This  shower  of  baby  clothes  is  now  an  annual 


contribution  from  the  Juniors,  and  must  entail 
much  diligent  labour.  We  appreciate,  too,  the 
playette  "Boosting  Bridget"  provided  by  them 
for  the  enterainment  of  the  girls. 

Early  in  the  winter  a  meeting  of  married  hostel 
girls  was  held  for  the  purpose  of  forming  a  Ma- 
donna Club,  similar  to  the  one  functioning  in  To- 
ronto. The  object  of  this  Club  is  to  band  together 
the  Catholic  young  women  who  made  our  Hostel 
their  home  from  the  time  of  their  arrival  in  Can- 
ada until  their  wedding  day.  Every  Tuesday 
these  young  mothers  meet  and  are  taught  how 
to  make  garments  for  their  children.  The  ma- 
terials for  this  purpose  are  supplied  from  the 
Margaret  Sinclair  Fund.  Light  refreshments  are 
served  and  each  one  is  given  a  bundle  of  Catho- 
lic literature  on  departure.  The  members  of  this 
Club  are  very  enthusiastic,  and  look  forward  to 
their  Club  meetings  from  week  to  week. 


EDMONTON  HOSTEL. 

Recently  our  Sisters  at  this  hostel  had  the 
experience  of  entertaining  some  unexpected  visi- 
tors. It  seems  that  last  year  when  the  Sisters 
were  out  in  the  country  districts  teaching  cate- 
chism they  had  invited  two  little  Hungarian  girls 
to  "come  and  visit  us  if  you  are  ever  in  the  city." 
The  children  evidently  did  not  forget  this  invi- 
tation and  some  months  after  presented  them- 
selves at  the  hostel  door  one  morning.  They  ar- 
rived in  an  open  track,  their  luggage  in  a  flour 
bag,  in  true  Hungarian  fashion.  Were  they  ex- 
cited? It  was  their  very  first  visit  to  town  ex- 
cept when  they  passed  through  as  infants  nine 
years  before.  Everything  interested  them,  from 
"the  beautiful  beeg  churches,"  with  their  music 
and  lovely  statues,  to  the  stove  that  did  not  need 
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wood,  and  the  iron  that  heated  of  its  own  accord, 
not  to  mention  the  way  the  water  ran  straight 
out  of  the  wall.  These  children,  with  their  bro- 
ther, used  to  walk  18  miles  each  day  to  catechism 
and  they  were  fragile,  delicately-built  youngsters, 
but  with  lots  of  backbone.  The  Sisters  were  de- 
lighted to  help  them  enjoy  their  short  visit  to  the 
city. 

The  Sisters  on  this  mission,  as  in  all  our  hos- 
tels, manage  to  combine  with  their  regular  hostel 
work  a  considerable  amount  of  religious  instruc- 
tion. There  is  always  a  class  being  prepared  for 
Confirmation,  and  recently  there  were  two  girls, 
aged  seventeen  and  nineteen,  who  were  being  pre- 
pared for  both  First  Communion  and  Confirma- 
tion. These  two  did  not  even  know  how  to  bless 
themselves  when  they  began  taking  instructions. 


WINNIPEG. 

Among  the  winter  entertainments  thoroughly 
enjoyed  by  the  girls  at  Winnipeg  Hostel  were 
two  baking  parties  in  20  below  zero  weather. 
The  first  was  through  St.  Boniface  to  Norwood, 
where  the  Ladies  of  the  Holy  Cross  Parish  wel- 
comed the  girls  in  the  parish  ball  and  provided 
delicious  refreshments.  Contests  Avere  arranged 
and  lively  music  provided.  After  an  enjoyable 
party  the  girls  walked  back  to  the  hostel,  where 
holt  soup  awaited  them. 

The  second  hike  was  to  St.  Ignatius,  where 
the  Ladies  of  St.  Ignatius  Guild  graciously  re- 
ceived the  girls  and  entertained  them  with  a  de- 
lightful programme. 

In  a  spirit  of  gratitude  towards  their  chap- 
lain, Father  Fitzgerald,  the  girls  gave  a  delight- 
ful Spring  Banquet  in  his  honour  on  April  30th. 
Rev.  Father  McCullough,  C.SS.R.,  and  Rev.  Fa- 
ther Berg  were  guests  of  honour. 

During  the  supper  songs  and  music  adided  to 
the  entertainment  of  the  guests,  and  at  the  end 
recitations  were  given  and  an  address  read  to  Fa- 
ther Fitzgerald,  expressing  the  gratitude,  esteem 
and  respect  of  the  girls. 


GATHERING  WILD  FLOWERS  FOR  CHRIST. 

One  of  our  Sisters  in  the  West  has  sent  in  the 
following  story  of  her  work  among  some  children 
who  were  strangers  to  the  Faith  of  their  Baptism, 
but  are  now  slowly  growing  into  earnest  little 
Catholics : 

"A  Sister  was  requested  to  prepare  some  twelve 
children  for  First  Communion  and  I  was  sent. 
The  weather  was  rainy,  we  had  nowhere  to  teach 
save  in  the  house  of  a  rather  cranky  old  woman, 
cranky  because  she  was  sick.  The  class  consist- 
ed mostly  of  boys,  and  a  few  flaxen-haired  girls 
who  looked  like  angels,  but,  dear,  oh,  dear,  were 
they  mischievous  and  badly  behaved!    At  first 


I  could  not  do  a  thing  with  them.  Later  I  found 
out  that  practically  every  teacher  in  the  district 
had  tried  his  hand  with  them  and  given  them  up. 
The  children  had  either  not  attended  or  else  had 
made  teaching  impossible.  One  teacher  slapped 
them  all  around  and  sent  them  home,  and  he  had 
my  sympathy.  I  felt  like  doing  the  same  thing 
myself.  Well,  I  took  them  on  a  picnic  every  day, 
and  after  wearing  them  out  with  games,  I  man- 
aged to  induce  them  to  sit  still  long  enough  to 
imbibe  what  was  necessary  for  First  Communion. 
I  discovered  that  these  children  were  all  children 
of  mixed  marriages.  The  district  is  an  outlying 
one  and  it  seems  strange  that  within  that  narrow 
radius  there  should  be  nine  mixed  marriages,  cov- 
ering thirty-one  children.  Most  of  the  families 
are  in  comfortable  circumstances. 

For  the  past  six  months,  I  have  been  going  out 
every  Sunday  and  bringing  these  children  in  with 
me  to  nine  o'clock  Mass.  At  first,  it  was  mostly 
a  matter,  not  of  rounding  them  up,  but  of  waken- 
ing them  up;  now,  however,  they  are  pretty  well 
trained,  and  we  get  along  fine,  although  they  are 
still  the  last  word  in  mischief,  and  nowhere  does 
it  find  such  full  vent  as  in  church.  We  have  a 
Club,  and  every  one  insisted  on  having  a  share  in 
the  naming  of  it,  it  has  a  title  a  yard  long.  Five 
of  them  are  now  at  Separate  School  and,  with 
God's  grace,  we  may  get  the  others.  I  enjoy  the 
work  amongst  tbem  immensely.  It  is  so  consoling 
to  hear  these  little  ones  begin  to  talk  the  language 
of  the  Church,  to  hear  them  speak  about  the  sta- 
tions, the  tabernacle,  processions,  etc. 


TORONTO. 

The  girls  of  our  Toronto  Hostel  put  on  a  most 
entertaining  variety  concert  in  St.  Patrick's  Par- 
ish Hall  on  May  27th. 

The  Glee  Club  chorus,  under  the  direction  of 
Miss  Mary  Moyev,  rendered  two  numbers, 
"Springtime,"  by  Mildenberg,  and  Schubert's 
"Serenade."  Vocal  numbers  were  also  contri- 
buted by  Miss  Mary  Moyer  and  Miss  Agnes  Mor- 
gan. Two  humorous  recitations  were  given  by 
Miss  Katherine  Wilson.  A  dance  display  of  color- 
ful numbers  by  the  children  of  the  Madonna  Club 
members  and  by  the  young  ladies  of  the  Girls' 
Club  testified  to  the  careful  training  by  Miss  Mar- 
garet Bennett. 

Groups  of  tiny  tots  in  dainty  costumes  exe- 
cuted a  balloon  and  tap  number,  with  solo  dances 
by  Misses  Pauline  Hannan  and  Veronica  Reader. 
Two  clever  numbers  were  contributed  by  little 
Misses  Margaret  Brasseur  and  Rose  Marie  Cole- 
man. 

A  variety  of  national  dances,  Morris  and  tap 
dances  and  an  old  English  minuet  were  render- 
ed by  members  of  the  Girls'  Club. 

The  concert  was  concluded  by  a  religious 
tableau — Queen  of  the  Missions. 


A  CONSTANT  FIDELITY  IN  SMALT;  THINGS  IS  GREAT  AND  IIIOKOIC  VIRTI'E. 
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Annual  Exhibit  at  Winnipeg  Catholic  Hostel 


A SPLENDID  variety  of  handicraft  exhibits 
and  sale  of  prize-winning  home  cooking  won 
commendation  on  every  hand  for  the  girls 
of  the  Catholic  Women's  Hostel,  62  Hargrave  St., 
at  their  annual  Exhibit  held  in  the  Club  rooms 
recently.  Prizes  were  awarded  for  needlework, 
art  work  and  cooking,  special  mention  being  made 
of  a  lovely  pair  of  linen  pillow  cases  with  fine 
Richelieu  cutwork  motif's  which  won  first  place 
for  fancy  sewing. 

Among  many  other  prize  winning  samples  were 
shown  quilts  in  a  pretty  all-over  pattern,  charm- 
ing in  their  simple  design;  decorative  and  colorful 
knitted  wool  cushions  in  vivid  shades;  luncheon 
and  bridge  sets  in  designs  of  rich  embroidery  on 
a.  white  background;  scarves  and  runners  in  ob- 
long panels  embroidered  in  contrasting  colors, 
also  cosies  for  tea  pots,'  guest  towels,  knitted 
socks,  crisp  fresh  organdie  aprons,  lamp  shades 
in  pleated  georgette,  linen  flowers,  etc. 

An  angel  cake  with  pink  icing,  and  a  slice  cut 
temptingly  to  prove  its  fine  texture,  caught  the 
eye  of  the  many  visitors.  Cookery  formed  the 
largest  exhibit.   Prizes  were  awarded  for  the  best 


entry  in  each  class  and  the  awards  were  there, 
under  celophane  for  the  visitors  to  see.  A  dollar 
Bill,  Box  of  Face  Creams,  Silk  Hose,  Gloves. 
Purse,  Camera,  Album,  Collar  and  Cuff  Set  and 
a.  Fancy  Work  Basket.  The  delicious  looking  edi- 
bles that  won  the  awards  filled  two  long  trestles, 
doughnuts,  round  balls  as  well  as  hoops;  lemon 
pies,  delicious  cakes,  cookies,  bread-buns,  etc. 
The  wedding  cake,  iced  in  white,  decorated  in 
silver  and  topped  with  orange  blossoms,  was 
awarded  first  honors  for  the  Hostel  cooking 
school. 

Art  work,  too,  decked  the  rooms,  turning  the 
walls  into  a  gallery  of  pretty  things.  Crayoned 
sketches  done  in  colors  on  old  sheeting  were  at- 
tractive, especially  the  large  one,  "Our  Hostel 
Home,"  in  leafy  summer,  complete  even  to  the 
iron  railing  and  gate,  which  won  a  special  award. 

The  attractive  tea  table  was  over-laid  with 
an  ecru  filet  cloth,  and  graced  with  a  lovely 
silver  basket  holding  roses  and  pale  yellow  tulips 
with  white  narcissi  in  the  side  holders.  Mauve 
tapers  in  Sheffield  candlesticks  flanked  the  four 
corners. 


Preparing  /or  the  Exhibit. 
THE  MERCIFUL  HAVE  THE  KEY  TO  THE  TREASURES  OF  <;oi). 
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MAY  PROCESSIONS. 

An  Impression. 

On  May  31st,  the  last  day  of  Mary's  month,  also 
the  Feast  of  Pentecost,  took  place  in  several  of 
our  Chubs  for  girls  the  annual  May  procession.  It 
is  a  simple  event,  yet  one  very  striking'  in  its 
significance.  In  days  gone  by,  the  girls  taking 
part  in  it'  were  girls  from  Overseas — girls  alone 
in  the  Country,  who  surely  needed  more  than  most 
the  protection  of  their  Heavenly  Mother.  To-day. 
since  immigration  has  largely  ceased,  the  girls  are 
Canadians,  either  by  birth  or  adoption,  but  they, 
as  surely  as  the  little  girls  from  Overseas,  need  a 
Mother's  care  and  love. 

Here  in  Toronto,  on  this  last  Sunday  in  May, 
the  procession,  for  one  ■who  saw  it,  seemed  to 
take  on  an  even  deeper  meaning  than  in  other 
years.  The  ranks  of  girls  singing  the  sweet  well- 
known  hymns,  and  then  last  of  all  a  young  priest 
recently  ordained  for  the  China  Missions  passed 
into  the  Chapel,  and  perhaps  the  presence  of  the 
young  Missionary,  and  the  fact  that  it  was  Pente- 
cost Sunday — the  birthday  of  the  Church,  and 
incidentally  the  birthday  also  of  the  Pope  of  the 
Missions,  made  the  procession  seem  something 
great  and  wonderful. 

It.  seemed  to  be  part  of  one  vast  procession 
stretching  from  the  paths  of  earth  to  the  Gate  of 
Heaven,  from  Time  to  Eternity,  and  it  seemed  to 
be  composed  of  peoples  of  every  country  of  the 
world  —  priests  and  laymen,  black  and  white. 
Eskimos  and  members  of  the  yellow  races  walked 
together,  all  looking  for  guidance  to  their  Holy 
Mother  the  Church.  Some  were  very  near  the 
front,  and  the  light  from  the  Golden  Gates  was 
already  shining  on  their  faces.  Others  were  just 
joining  in  the  Procession  —  little  ones,  clad  in 
white  robes  of  innocence  —  but  all,  all  united  in 
one  solemn  purpose,  all  walking  in  the  great  pro- 
cession of  life. 

The  dream  faded,  but  the  reality  remained,  for 
after  all,  processions,  whether  little  or  big,  are 
only  parts  of  the  great  procession  which  will  end, 
even  as  did  our  little  procession,  at  the  feet  of 


In  Mary's  Honour — Toronto  Hostel. 


our  Blessed  Lord,  Who,  with  His  Mother,  will 
welcome  us  Home. 


First  Communion  Class  in  the  Cariboo. 


FACING  THE  CARIBOO  TRAIL. 

Our  Sisters  are  once  more  on  a  missionary 
journey  in  the  Cariboo  district.  This  is  real 
pioneer  work,  as  the  distances  are  vast  and 
the  travelling  difficult,  but.  our  Sisters  consider 
the  hardships  as  nothing  in  comparison  with  the 
joy  of  planting  the  knowledge  and  love  of  God  in 
the  hearts  of  little  ones  who  would  otherwise  have 
no  way  of  learning  the  truths  of  Faith. 

We  are  happy  to  print  for  the  benefit  of  our 
readers  a  few  extracts  from  the  first  letter  re- 
ceived from  the  Cariboo  missioners: 

"Our  first  stop  was  at  C  ,  where  we  pre- 
pared a  little  class  for  First  Communion.  It  has 
been  arranged  that  we  go  back  there  a  day  or 
two  before  the  Archbishop  arrives  and  brush  them 
up  for  Confirmation. 

"Our  next  Headquarters  was  the  Mission. 
From  here  we  drove  every  day  to  teach  children 
at  150-Mile  House  and  three  other  families,  five 
miles  in  the  other  direction.  They  are  all  white 
children  and  very  interested  in  their  lessons.  Un- 
fortunately, one  family,  in  which  there  were  five 
children  for  First  Communion,  were  attacked  by 
the  measles,  but  we  hope  to  visit  them  again 
before  our  tour  is  over. 

"The  people  all  along  the  way  seem  very,  very 
glad  to  see  us  again.  Having  known  most  of  them 
during  our  tour  two  summers  ago,  makes  every- 
thing so  much  easier." 


BE  ON  THE  ALERT  FOR  CHRIST,  FOR  YOU  MAY  M  EET  HIM  AT  ANY  HOUR. 
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SPRING  IN  THE  WEST 


SPRING  in  the  West,  is  gorgeous.  The  winter 
disappears  quickly  and  the  trees  burst  into 
blossom.  The  beautiful  little  birds  come  chirp- 
ing to  our  window  sills.  We  love  it — but  there  are 
other  tilings,  too,  that  make  Spring  real  and 
gorgeous.  Yon  know  that  Spring  is  here  when 
you  hear  something  like  this:  "Oh,  dear,  I 
suppose  we  will  have  to  take  out  the  buggy  next 
week."  "I  simply  can't  ride  in  that  thing  again. 
It  will  fall  to  pieces  one  of  these  days."  But 
when  the  time  comes,  we  climb  in  with  broad 
smiles.  It  is  grand.  We  hang  on  for  dear  life 
as  the  wheels  sink  in  the  ruts  and  we  look  at 
the  sky.  It  doesn't  last  long.  In  a  week's  time 
we  hear:  "I  guess  we  will  have  to  take  the  car 
out  now."  "Polly"  (the  car)  needs  new  tires,  a 
new  battery  and  a  license.  We  coax  her  to  leave 
her  winter  quarters,  and  although  she  is  feeling 
rather  rheumatic  we  think  she  will  take  us  to 
school  all  right.  She  does,  too,  but  on  the  way 
home  she  decides  to  decrease  her  speed  to  about 
five  miles  per  hour.  The  result  is  she  lands  in 
hospital  and  we  walk  the  next  day. 

The  following  morning  at  1.30  we  are  aroused 
by  our  faithful  dog.  We  sit  up  and  listen.  Under 
our  window  we  hear  a  voice:  "Sister,  Sister, 
would  you  please  call  Sister  F."  We  recognize 
the  voice  at  once  as  that  of  a  young  man  of  the 
parish.  His  wife  is  very  ill,  so  Sister  F.  and  I. 
are  soon  on  the  scene.  With  "Polly"  still  in  hos- 
pital, Nellie  out  on  pasture  and  the  poor  man 
with  only  a  bicycle,  the  question  is  how  to  cover 
the  five  miles  in  as  short  a  time  as  possible.  The 
man  solved  the  problem  by  dashing  out  the  door 
and  returning  in  a  short  time  with  a  horse  from 
one  neighbour  and  a  buggy  from  another.  Sisters 
F.  and  I.  pile  in  and  away  they  go.  It  is  not 
until  the  priest  is  starting  to  say  Mass  that  the 
poor  old  horse  turns  in  at  the  gate,  bringing  the 
Sisters  home  from  their  corporal  work  of  mercy. 
The  sick  call  was  successful,  so  everybody  is 
happy. 

A  few  days  later  "Polly"  is  on  the  road  again 
and  our  spirits  go  up.  On  Sunday  p.m.  all  aboard 
for  A.,  a  distance  of  eleven  miles  over  humpy 
bumpy  roads.  Our  object  is  choir  practice  !  But  as 
Sister  X.,  who  usually  leads  this  branch  of  our 
activity,  is  unavoidably  absent,  we  approach  the 
task  rather  diffidently,  for  although  we  can  each 
"help  out"  with  the  singing,  not  one  feels  she 
possesses  that  supreme  confidence  of  voice  ne- 
cessary for  leading  a  choir.  On  our  arrival  wo 
are  greeted  enthusiastically,  but  we  hasten  to  as- 
sure them  that  we  do  not  sing  as  well  as  Sister 
X.    They  refuse  to  believe  this,  so  we  begin  our 


practice.  The  first  thing  attempted  is  the  "Kyrie" 
of  the  Mass.  We  bring  to  the  subject  all  the 
theory  imbibed  in  Novitiate  days  and  find  no 
difficulty  in  reading  the  notes  and  explaining  to 
the  singers  that  "ky"  has  one  note,  "ri"  has 
three  notes  and  "e"  about  sixteen  notes.  The 
choir  proceed  to  business  and  get  the  whole  word 
in  on  about  three  notes,  forgetting  all  the  others. 
We  look  at  each  other  desperately,  but  not  one 
has  the  courage  to  offer  to  sing  the  "Kyrie"  as  a 
practical  demonstration.  Then  Sister  Y.  has  a 
bright  suggestion:  "We  really  could  get  along 
much  better  if  we  had  an  organ,"  she  announces. 
Everyone  agrees  amiably,  much  to  our  relief, 
and  it  is  decided  immediately  that  we  could  ac- 
complish wonders  by  going  to  M.'s  house.  M. 
lives  four  miles  further  on,  but  he  owns  the 
only  organ  in  the  district.  So  choir  practice  is 
postponed  until  the  following  Friday,  when  we 
shall  all  meet  around  the  organ  at  M.'s  house. 

Meanwhile  we  must  get  home  to  start  our 
May  Procession.  At  6  p.m.  the  children  begin  to 
arrive.  The  little  girls,  in  white,  the  altar  boys 
in  red  and  white,  are  followed  by  the  priest,  choir, 
and  congregation.  The  procession  leaves  the 
Convent,  wends  its  way  three  times  round  the 
church  grounds,  thence  into  the  church,  where 
we  have  the  crowning  of  the  Blessed  Virgin  and 
Benediction. 

Last  night  we  were  aroused  at  11.30  by  the 
Doctor  from  the  nearest  town.  Sister  F.  is  again 
in  demand. 

And  thus  life  goes  on.  On  Thursday  we  are 
looking  forward  to  an  exciting  ball  game  between 

our  children  and  the  children  of    school. 

On  Friday  we  are  looking  forward  to  our  Choir 
practice  at  A.  On  Saturday  we  are  looking  for- 
ward to  catechism  at  F.  and  R.  On  Sunday  we 
are  looking  forward  to  catechism  at  H.  and  B. 
and  yet  visitors  from  the  city  innocently  inquire: 
"Don't  vou  find  it  verv  lonelv  here,  Sisters?" 

S.O.S. 


WHITE  BUTTERFLIES. 

Fly,  white  butterflies,  out  to  sea. 

Frail  pale  wings  for  the  wind  to  try, 
Small  white  wings  that  we  scarce  can  see, 

Fly. 

Some  fly  light  as  a  laugh  of  glee. 

Some  fly  soft  as  a  low  sigh ; 
All  to  the  haven  where  each  would  be. 

Fly. 

Algernon  Charles  Swinburne. 


TRIALS  ARK  MINES  OF  GOLD  TO  BE  WORKER  TO  ADVANTAGE. 
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NEWS  FROM  CAMP  MORTON. 

Judging  from  letters  received  from  our  little 
friends  at  Camp  Morton,  the  most  interesting 
event  in  their  school  life  recently  was  the  pre- 
paring of  hand-painted  cards  to  present  to  Mon- 
signor  Morton. 

On  receiving  these  samples  of  youthful  art, 
Monsignor  evidently  came  to  the  conclusion  thai 
a  closer  acquaintance  with  good  paintings  would 
henefit.  the  'budding  artists,  so  he  invited  them  to 
the  castle  to  study  his  pictures.  A  naive  account 
of  this  visit  has  been  written  to  us  by  one  of  the 
child ren : 

"Dear  Sister:  On  Friday  afternoon,  we  went 
to  Monsignor  Morton's  Tower  to  study  pictures. 
Santa  Clans  brought  us  paints  and  brushes.  "We 
made  some  cardvs  for  Monsignor,  but  they  were 
very  funny.  Monsignor  said1  they  had  no  light 
nor  shade  in  them.  The  lakes  were  very  smooth 
and  the  paths  were  not  d'one  right.  Monsignor 
had  many  nice  pictures.  We  laughed  when  h-o 
Showed  us  ours;  they  looked  so  queer  beside  his 
i, ice  ones,  but  he  liked  them  anyway.  .  .  ." 

Another  pupil  wrote:  "Monsignor  said  our 
pictures  had  no  light  or  shade.  When  we  make 
him  some  more,  we  will  put  lots  of  shade  and 
colour  in  them." 

(We  can't  help  wondering  just  what  is  in  store 
for  Monsignor.) 


SEEKING  THE  STRAYING  LAMBS  OF  THE 
FLOCK. 

God  loves  us  without  measure;  and  we  — 
shall  we  make  Him  no  return?  Ah!  yes,  we  will 
seek  out  and  draw  towards  Him  souls  for  whom 
lie  died,  as  a  pledge  of  our  love  and  gratitude. 


Every  great  mind  seeks  to  labour  for 
Eternity.  All  men  are  captivated  by  imme- 
diate advantages,  great  minds  alone  are 
excited  by  prospects  of  distant  good. 

Schiller. 


The  Adoption  of  "Joe* 


WE  are  rapidly  reaching  the  conclusion  that 
the  adopting  of  babies  is  getting  to  be  a 
chronic  habit  at  Halifax  mission.  Whether 
the  habit  is  good  or  otherwise  we  cannot  venture  to 
decide.  In  any  case,  the  latest  adoptee,  if  one  may 
use  the  word,  certainly  succeeded  in  keeping  the  per- 
sonnel of  the  mission  constantly  aware  of  his  exist- 
ence. 

We  do  not  know  where  he  came  from,  or  how 
he  arrived.  We  only  know  that  all  of  a  sudden  there 
was  a  new  centre  of  interest  in  the  S.O.S.  mission 
down  by  the  sea — a  real  live  two-year-old  baby  boy. 

The  new  arrival  bore  the  venerable  name  of 
Joseph,  but  he  was  soon  plain  "Joe"  to  everyone. 
Now  if  Joe  had  come  alone  his  welcome  would  have 
been  assured,  but  he  brought  with  him  his  eczema — 
and  what  a  dose  he  had!  At  the  first  look  at  his 
head  and  face  the  Sisters  were  well-nigh  discouraged, 
but  this  phase  did  not  last  long,  and  with  true  S.O.S. 
zeal  they  set  to  work  to  fight  the  ugly  disease  that 
was  making  life  a  torment  for  the  poor  baby. 

The  first  process  was  a  hair  cut — or  perhaps  it 
would  be  more  correct  to  say  a  hair  shave.  After 
this  operation  poor  Joe  looked  like  a  bald-headed 
eagle  who  had  been  in  a  fight.  Then  came  applica- 
tions of  every  kind  of  salve  and  ointment  on  the 
market  for  eczema.  For  four  or  five  weeks  there 
were  sleepless  nights  for  Joe  and  the  Sisters,  but  in 
the  end  persevering  charity  was  rewarded  and  Joe 
was  transformed  into  a  handsome,  healthy  child — the 
pride  of  the  mission  and  everybody's  friend. 

The  next  step  was  to  provide  a  permanent  home 
for  Joe,  as  keeping  him  at  the  mission  was  out  of 
the  question.  Novenas  were  made  and  prayers  begged 
for  this  intention,  but  no  home  opened  its  doors  to 
Joe.  At  last  the  Sisters  decided  to  appeal  to  St. 
Joseph — the  child's  name-saint — and  almost  imme- 
diately the  home  was  found. 

One  of  the  hostel  girls  who  was  to  be  married 
within  a  few  months,  with  the  consent  of  her  hus- 
band, offered  to  take  Joe.  The  Sisters  were  delighted 
with  this  prompt  response  of  St.  Joseph  to  their 
petitions. 


IT  IS  WELL  TO  SPEAK  LTTTLE  AND  TO  LISTEN  MI  CH. 
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CATHOLIC  PRESS  EXHIBITS 


THE  Catholic  Press  Exhibition,  now  going-  on 
in  Vatican  City,  sponsored  by  our  Holy 
Father,  gave  a  happy  inspiration  to  two  of 
our  Ontario  cities — Windsor  and  London — to  go 
and  do  likewise.  The  object  of  both  these  Cana- 
dian Catholic  Press  Exhibits  was  to  make  known 
some  of  the  work  of  leading'  Catholic  authors  and 
other  literature  not  injurious  to  faith  or  morals. 
*      *  # 

Windsor. 

In  Windsor,  the  exhibit,  which  opened  on  May 
2nd  and  continued  until  May  6th,  was  organized 
by  the  Reverend  F.  P.  White  and  the  Catholic 
Women's  League.  Books  by  the  best-known 
Catholic  authors,  numerous  pamphlets  and  leaf- 
lets, magazines  and  newspapers,  were  displayed 
on  attractive-looking  booths.  Besides  these,  there 
were  special  exhibits,  artistically  arranged,  show- 
ing work  done  by  missionaries,  nuns  and  students. 
These  included  the  White  Sisters  of  Africa,  Avho 
exhibited  specimens  of  'work  done  by  natives  in 
their  African  missions;  Brescia  Hall,  with  samples 
of  needlework  and  college  activities  ;  Our  Lady  of 
Charity,  fine  needlework  ;  Holy  Name  College,  with 
work  by  their  students  and  also  activities  of  their 
Sisters  on  foreign  missions;  Assumption  College 
with  a.  triple  display,  the  first  showing  the  newest 
books  in  the  College  Library ;  the  second,  Catholic 
college  papers  from  all  over  North  America,  and 
the  third,  specimens  of  work  clone  by  the  Assump- 
tion College  Lecture  League.  Miss  Ducq,  of  De- 
troit, whose  Liliputian  model  of  a  church,  with 
altar,  candlesticks,  chalice,  etc.,  attracted  much 
attention,  also  exhibited  special  methods  of  teach- 


ing Catechism,  based  on  the  Montessori  method. 

We  were  privileged  to  have  a  part  in  this 
effort  to  arouse  interest  in  Catholic  literature,  and 
our  exhibit,  which  showed  various  activities  of 
the  Sisters  of  Service  in  the  Western  Mission 
Field,  attracted  many  visitors,  who  showed  great 
interest  in  our  work.  The  "Field  at  Home" 
formed  part  of  the  exhibit.  Each  afternoon,  we 
Showed  our  film  "In  the  Master's  Service"  to 
various  groups  of  school  children. 

The  crowds  that  flocked  to  the  Hall  every  even- 
ing must  have  been  gratifying  to  those  responsible 
for  the  exhibit.  Music,  provided  by  the  Ursuline 
School  of  Music  and  the  chancel  choir  of  the  Im- 
maculate Conception  Church,  added  much  to  the 
pleasure  and  entertainment  of  visitors.  On  Mon- 
day evening,  an  inspiring  lecture  was  given  by 
Rev.  F.  J.  Brennan,  editor  of  the  "Catholic 
Record."  Father  Brennan  traced  the  history  of 
printing  through  the  centuries  from  the  days  of 
Gutenburg,  and  showed  how  theChurch  has  always 
championed  and  encouraged  the  dissemination  of 
good  literature.  He  concluded  with  a  plea  for  a 
better  understanding  and  wider  patronage  of 
Catholic  books,  magazines  and  papers,  drawing 
attention  to  the  fact  that  the  Press  Exhibil  had 
been  organized  for  the  special  purpose  of  foster- 
ing and  awakening  a  deeper  appreciation  of 
Catholic  literature. 

#      #  * 
London. 

Encouraged  by  the  success  of  the  Windsor 
Exhibit,  the  Catholic  Societies  of  London  decided 
to  hold  a  similar  affair  in  their  own  city.  Accord- 


YVORDS  WILL  DO  NO  GOOD  UNLESS  THEY  ARE  THE  RESULT  OF  PRAYER. 
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iujrly,  a  number  of  the  exhibits  at  Windsor  were 
transferred  to  London,  where  the  second  Ontario 
Catholic  Press  Exhibit  was  opened  on  Sunday, 
May  17th,  continuing  to  May  20th. 

The  crowds  attending  here  were  even  greater 
than  those  at  Windsor.  The  Exhibit  was  very 
much  on  the  same  order,  with  some  improvements 
suggested  by  the  initial  experiment  at  Windsor. 
The  versatility  and  Catholicity  of  the  Church  were 
strikingly  demonstrated  by  four  booths,  situated 
to  the  north,  south,  east  and  Avest  of  the  Hall: 
The  African  Sisters,  representing  the  Foreign  Mis- 
sions; the  Sisters  of  Service,  showing  activities  in 
the  Home  Missions  of  Western  Canada  ;  the  Sisters 
of  St.  Joseph,  whose  various  schools,  colleges,  hos- 
pitals and  orphanages,  gave  ample  and  convincing 
evidence  of  the  active  life  of  the  Church;  the 
Sisters  of  the  Precious  Blood,  whose  beautiful  dis- 
play of  hand-painted  vestments,  cards,  spiritual 
bouquets,  etc.,  was  a  comforting  reminder  of  fer- 
vent souls  devoted  to  the  life  of  prayer  and  con- 
templation. 

Here,  as  in  Windsor,  a  variety  of  books,  pam- 
phlets and  magazines  represented  the  best-known 
printing  and  publishing  houses  in  Canada  and  the 
States. 

Music  was  provided  by  the  Sacred  Heart  Or- 
chestra and  St.  Angela's  Orchestra,  and  on  the 
second  evening,  the  audience  had  the  privilege  of 
listening  to  selections  of  Gregorian  Chant  ren- 
dered by  St.  Peter's  Seminary  Choir. 

An  address  by  Miss  Ducq,  of  Detroit,  on 
methods  of  teaching  religion,  was  very  much 
appreciated  on  the  first  evening.  The  drawing 
bard  for  the  second  evening  was  an  address  by  Dr. 
Atkinson,  noted  convert  and  author  of  "My 
Catholic  Neighbors."  He  held  the  large  audience 
spellbound  for  over  an  hour  with  stories  of  his 
ixperiences  while  seeking  the  True  Faith.  On  the 
third  evening,  Mr.  John  Connelly,  of  London, 
spoke  eloquently  on  "Persecuted  Mexico,"  show- 
ing slides  of  pictures  obtained  while  in  that  un- 
happy country  last  February.  Mr.  Connelly 
assuredly  convinced  his  listeners  that  persecution 
is  still  going  on  in  Mexico,  despite  the  Govern- 
ment's pretense  of  toleration. 

Both  of  these  successful  Catholic  Press  Ex- 
hibits were  formally  opened  by  His  Excellency 
Most  Rev.  J.  T.  Kidd,  D.D.,  Bishop  of  London.  In 
his  opening  addresses,  Bishop  Kidd  stressed  the 
importance  of  cultivating  a  taste  for  good  litera- 
ture, and  urged  the  people  to  get  acquainted  with 
the  best  Catholic  authors.  He  said  we  should  be 
as  particular  about  the  books  read  as  about 
the  friends  we  choose,  as  there  can  be  no  closer 
companionship  than  that  of  the  book  we  take  into 
our  minds  and  hearts.  His  Excellency  also  urged 
his  listeners  to  study  the  Sacred  Scriptures, 
characterizing  them  as  the  very  highest  form  of 
Catholic  literature. 


OUR  GLORIOUS  HERITAGE. 

The  history  of  the  Catholic  Church  in  Canada 
is  one  of  the  most  glorious  epic  poems  ever 
written.  Great  names,  such  as  Laval,  Marie 
of  the  Incarnation,  Maisonneuve,  Madame 
Youville,  Jeanne  Mance,  Marguerite  Bourgeoys, 
Dollard,  St.  Jean  de  Brebeuf  and  his  companion 
martyrs,  shine  through  its  pages,  and  yet  how 
little  we  appreciate  their  greatness,  and  how  little 
we  are  conscious  of  the  part  they  played  in  the 
building  of  our  country. 

The  causes  for  Canonization  of  Monseigneur 
Laval,  Madame  Youville,  and  the  Ven.  Marguerite 
Bourgeoys  are  now  being  considered  in  Rome.  Do 
we  ever  show  our  gratitude  to  these  heroic  souls 
by  praying  that  they  may  speedily  be  raised  to 
our  Altars? 

Ours  is  a  glorious  heritage,  and  let  us  ever 
remember  that  what  we  enjoy  now  is  the  fructifi- 
cation of  the  seed  they  sowed  amid  pain  and  hard- 
ship. They  planted  that  we,  their  successors, 
might  live. 


THE  U.S.A.  AND  CANADA. 

Reverend  Father  A.  Glea.son,  S.J.,  has  given 
in  "America"  some  comparative  statistics  on  vari- 
ous phases  of  American  and  Canadian  life.  Figures 
here  speak  for  themselves  and  need  no  comment : 

Family  Life.  Canada,  with  a  population  of 
more  than  10,000,000  in  1931,  granted  692  di- 
vorces ;  the  United  States,  18,664. 

Personal  Life.  In  Canada  43  were  tried  for 
murder  in  1933  and  over  half  found  guilty.  In 
the  United  States  there  were  12.123  murders  that 
same  year. 

Industrial  Life.  In  the  United  States,  during 
1933  there  were  1,562  strikes  and  lockouts,  involv- 
ing 774,763  workers  and  13,355,758  working  days 
lost.  In  Canada  122  strikes  involving  26,930 
workers  and  317,547  working  days  lost. 

And  what  about  the  money  of  the  people  ?  Be- 
tween January,  1930,  and  March,  1933,  there  were 
6,704  bank  failures  in  the  United  States.  In  Can- 
ada, since  1923  there  has  not  been  one  bank  fail- 
ure and  not  a  single  depositor  has  lost  a  nickel. 


There  is  a  difference  between  pity  and  sympa- 
thy. One  is  thrown  at  you,  while  the  other  walks 
with  you. 


Seldom  can  the  heart  be  lonely. 
If  it  seek  a  lonelier  still. 

Self-forgetting,  seeking  only 
Empty  cups  of  Love  to  till. 


OTHERS  MAY  TELL  US  WHAT  TO  DO;  JESUS,  GIVES  US  STRENGTH  TO  DO  IT. 
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yind  •  the  •  field 
is  •  the-OJarld  " 


HE  FIELD  AFAR 


A  TERRIBLE  DEATH. 

Angola,  Portuguese  West  Africa. 
— Two  children  were  at  play  in  the 
plantations  of  the  Ganoa  district, 
Angola,  when  a  cloud  of  locusts 
settled  down  on  the  fields  and 
covered  everything  to  such  a  depth 
that  the  children  were  unable  to  dig 
out  of  the  mass  and  died  of  suffoca- 
tion. Locust  swarms  this  year  rais- 
ing havoc  in  Angola  measure  75  to 
150  miles  in  length. 

*  *  * 

Do  you  know  that  there  are  only 
as  many  foreign  missioners  (Catho- 
lic) in  all  the  world  as  there  are 
telephone  operators  in  New  York 
City? 

This  is  one  of  the  arresting  bits 
of  mission  information  in  the  recent 
mission  manual,  "The  Vatican  Mis- 
sion Exposition — A  Window  of  the 
World." 

*  *  * 

HIS  FIRST  AND  LAST  MASS. 

At  St.  Joseph's  Seminary,  Alwaye. 
India,  fifty-three  young  men  were 
recently  raised  to  the  priesthood. 
Among  them  were  three  proteges  of 
Canada — Fathers  Thomas  Edathina- 
kam,  Joseph  Parrel  and  Thomas 
Thalachira.  Father  Parrel  and 
Father  Thalachira  had  both  received 
from  their  benefactors  a  chalice  as 
an  ordination  gift,  and  they  had  it 
in  time  to  use  at  their  First  Mass. 
Most  of  the  priests,  50  of  them,  said 
their  First  Mass  at  the  Seminary, 
and  it  was  only  after  offering  their 
First  Holy  Sacrifice  that  they  went 
back  to  their  mission. 

Father  Thalachira  left  on  that 
day,  like  the  others,  for  his  diocese 
of  Vijayapuram  with  a  Carmelite 
Father.  But  the  bus  which  was  to 
bring  them  to  their  destination 
overturned  through  some  accident, 
and  both  were  killed.  God  did  not 
want  more  from  that  young  priest 
than  one  Holy  Mass.    His  superiors 


wrote  that  he  had  prepared  himself 
to  celebrate  it  with  a  great  piety. 
He  will  not  make  less  converts  by 
his  intercession  in  heaven  than  he 
would  have  made  here  on  earth  by 
his  apostolic  labours. 

*  *  * 

WHY  ARE  PEOPLE  STINGY  TO 
GOD? 

The  motion-picture  theatres,  the 
motor  car,  the  sporting  events,  all 
of  them  costing  from  25  cents  and 
upwards,  are  well  patronized  by 
people  who  count  their  pennies  only 
at  collection  time. 

Their  idea  of  religion  must  be  as 
follows: 

"He  dropped  a  nickel  in  the  plate, 
Then  meekly  raised  his  eyes; 
Glad  that  the  weekly  rent  was  paid 
For  a  mansion  in  the  skies." — 

Brooklyn  Tablet. 

*  *  * 

The  Church  advances  most  vital- 
ly not  in  the  stately  liturgies  of  the 
Cathedral  in  the  metropolis,  but 
through  understanding  and  foster- 
ing its  missions  on  the  frontier. 


HOOKING  PIGS. 
A  Trick  to  Every  Trade. 

Catching  pigs  with  a  hook  and 
line  is  a  trick  employed  by  the 
thieves  of  Eastern  Burma,  described 
by  Monsignor  Hermann  Bonetta, 
Superior  of  the  Missionaries  of 
Milan,  who  are  working  in  that 
territory. 

"In  Italy,  and  I  believe  in  all 
other  countries  of  the  world,  we  use 
a  hook  and  line  to  catch  fish,"  he 
writes,  "but  here  in  Burma,  the 
thieves  use  this  method  for  stealing 
pigs.  The  pigs  here,  like  pigs  every- 
where, cannot  be  touched  without 
squealing  and  raising  a  rumpus,  so 
the  robbers  have  devised  a  way  of 
stealing  them  without  setting  off 
an  alarm.  A  large  hook,  fastened 
to  a  strong  rope,  is  baited  and 
thrown  into  the  pen.  The  pig  swal- 
loks  hook  and  all  in  one  gulp  and 
when  it  feels  itself  being  pulled 
away,  it  wants  to  squeal,  but  can- 
not. The  owner  knows  nothing 
about  the  incident  until  several 
hours  later." 


Wee  Catechumens  in  Assam. 


USE  YOi  n  EYES  ESPECIALLY  FOR  LOOKING  WITHIN. 
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PPAYTE  THEREFORE  THE 

Ss*OF  THE  HARVEST* 


What  Has  Not  Prayer  Done? 


PRAYER  is  one  of  the  simplest 
activities  in  which  men  can 
engage;  yet  it  can  have  the 
most  tremendous,  even  miracu- 
lous, results.  It  is  both  the 
smallest  thing  we  can  do  and  the 
greatest.  It  is  freely  open  to  the 
weakest,  most  insignificant  of 
human  beings;  but  it  may  com- 
mand the  resources  of  the  omni- 
potent God.  What  has  not  prayer 
done?  Some  one  has  answered 
this  question  in  vivid  sentences: 

Prayer  has  divided  seas,  rolled  up 
flowing  rivers,  made  flinty  rocks 
gush  into  fountains,  quenched 
flames  of  fire,  muzzled  lions,  dis- 
armed vipers  and  poisons,  mar- 
shalled the  stars  against  the  wicked, 
stopped  the  course  of  the  moon,  ar- 
rested the  rapid  sun  in  its  great 
race,  burst  open  iron  gates,  recalled 
nouls  from  eternity,  conquered  the 
strongest  devils,  commanded  legions 
of  angels  down  from  heaven.  Prayer 
has  bridled  and  changed  the  raging 
passions  of  man,  and  destroyed  vast 
armies  of  proud,  daring,  blustering 
atheists.  Prayer  has  brought  one 
man  from  the  bottom  of  the  sea, 
and  carried  another  in  a  chariot  of 
fire  to  heaven.  What  has  not  prayer 
done? 

Nothing  is  too  great  for  God 
to  do  in  answer  to  prayer,  if 
there  is  reason  why  it  should  be 
done ;  and  nothing  is  too  small  to 
bring  to  God  in  prayer,  if  it 
really  affects  the  needs  of  His 
children.  The  Bible  is  filled  with 
impressive  teachings  and  experi- 
ences that  prove  this.  And  so  is 
Christian  experience.  There  are 
those  who  ignorantly  think  that 
it  cheapens  prayer,  and  shows  in- 
sufficient reverence  to  God,  if  we 


pray  about  very  small  matters. 
But  showing  unquestioning  con- 
fidence in  God's  love  does  not 
cheapen,  but  rather  magnifies 
that  divine  love. 

There  may  be  times  when,  as 
we  pray,  God  will  hear  and 
answer  in  a  way  that  makes  it 
seem  as  though  we  had  done  the 
tiling  for  ourselves — while  all  the 
time  He  is  the  one  who  brings  it 
to  pass.  A  father  has  told  a 
story  of  his  own  little  girl  that 
illustrates  this.  One  day  when 
he  was  in  his  study,  she  wished 
to  speak  to  him,  and  came  to  the 
door  of  the  room,  but  found  it 
closed.    She  reached  her  small 


hand  up  and  took  hold  of  the 
door  knob.  Her  hand  was  too 
tiny  to  grasp  the  door  handle 
firmly  enough  to  turn  it.  To  her 
delight,  however,  the  handle 
turned,  the  door  opened,  and  she 
ran  into  the  study,  exclaiming : 
"Oh,  Daddy,  I  have  opened  the 
door  all  by  myself!"  She  was  all 
unaware  that  her  father,  hearing 
her  trying  to  open  the  . door,  had 
quietly  risen  from  his  chair  and 
turned  the  handle  from  the  in- 
side. Thus,  God  helps  us  when 
we  may  be  trying  to  do  some- 
thing we  cannot  do,  and  He 
makes  possible  for  us  the  im- 
possible. 


HELP  THE  MISSIONS,  THROUGH  PRAYER. 


"  The  missionary  instinct, 
like  every  other  instinct,  needs 
some  external  stimulus  to  bring 
it  into  action,  otherwise  it  be- 
comes quiescent  and  decays  from 
disuse  .  .  .  How  are  we  to  stimu- 
late that  instinct? 

"The  Holy  Father  in  his  En- 
cyclical on  foreign  missions, 
points  out  that  we  can  do  it  in 
the  privacy  of  our  own  indivi- 
dual lives  by  prayer,  unceasing 
prayer.  He  tells  us  that  Ave  must 
ask  'the  Lord  of  the  harvest  that 
He  send  forth  labourers  into  His 
harvest.' 

"He  says  emphatically  that  'the 
missionaries  will  labour  and  toil 
in  vain,  even  though  they  shed 
blood,     unless     God  Himself 


touches  the  hearts  of  the  heathen, 
and,  softened  by  His  grace,  leads 
them  to  Himself.'  This  God  will 
do  in  response  to  prayer,  which 
the  Holy  Father  describes  as 
"  THE  NOURISHMENT  OF 
THE  MISSIONS';  and  he  goes 
on  to  express  his  desire  that  in 
orphanages,  in  schools  and  col- 
leges, in  religious  houses  and  con- 
vents, prayer  should  be  constant- 
ly offered  up  for  those  who  know 
not  Christ  the  King. 

"If  it  is  not  in  our  power,  per- 
haps, in  the  present  economic 
crisis,  to  render  any  great  finan- 
cial assistance  to  the  foreign 
missionaries,  it  is  in  our  power 
to  provide  them  with  the  nour- 
ishment of  prayer."  —  (Arch- 
bishop Downey). 


IN  A  SOUL  UNITED  TO  GOD  ALL  ACTIONS  ARK  l'R.W'KRS. 
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*•  CHILDREN'S  PAGES 


fcp*-''-  Dear  Young  People 

©»  , ' '  Vacation  time  is  here, 

V  and  many  of  you  are  in 

V    W  the    country  ■enjoying 

-A  summer  sunshine,  and 

w  *  C00^   breezes,  with 

'%Z$mm  thoughts  of  school  and 

^^P,  school  work  far  behind. 

am  \  To  some  of  the  older 

AW      \  ones  among  you,  school 

MM  \  is  now  a  thing  of  the 

jM  ^  past,  and  you  are  look- 

V  ing  down  the  road  of 
the  future,  wondering 

JHbkt  what  it  has  in  store  for 

Attentiim,  Young  People!  you. 

Perhaps  you  have  al- 
ready made  plans,  and  you  hope  soon  to  start  out 
on  a  new  career — to  fulfill  a.  dream  that  has  been 
yours  for  many  years.  Others  yet  among  you  may 
be  still  asking  the  question  "What  shall  I  do  with 
my  life?"  To  those,  I  would  say  "Pray  and  listen," 
for  maybe,  'midst  the  silence,  you  will  hear  aVoice 
saying  "Come,  follow  Me,"  and  you  will  be  called 
to  follow  Christ  Your  King  in  the  Priesthood'  or 
Religous  Life.  Happy  the  boy  or  girl  who  answers 
"Behold,  Lord,  I  come  quickly." 

This  is  a  serious  letter  for  vacation  time,  but 
vacation  time  can  be  a  time  of  serious  thought, 
and  to  those  boys  and  girls  who  are  standing  at 
the  parting  of  the  wa\rs,  we  wish  to  say  that  our 
pl  ayers  and  thoughts  are  with  you. 

God  bless  you  one  and  all. 

THE  CAPTAIN,  Y.M.C.K. 


YOUR  KING  AND  COUNTRY  NEED  YOU. 

During  the  Great  War,  to  assist  recruiting,  the 
words  "Your  King  and  Country  Need  You"  were 
posted  up  for  all  to  see,  and  many  a  young  man, 
with  those  words  ringing  in  his  ears,  pledged  his 
life  to  the  service  of  his  country  in  her  great  hour 
of  need. 

A  war  is  on  now,  a  greater  one  even  than  the 
Great  War,  for  it  is  a  war  for  souls,  and  it  is  being 
carried  on  wherever  there  are  souls  to  save,  and 
to  you,  young  people — boys  and  girls — we  repeat 
the  slogan  "Your  King  and  Country  Need  You." 

Your  King  is  Christ. 

Your  Country — As  Catholics  and  members  of  a 
universal  Church,  your  country  is  the  world. 

So  answer  that  call.  Join  the  Young  Mis- 
sionaries of  Christ  the  King.  Pledge  yourself  to 
fight  for  souls. 


GEE,  IT'S  HOT! 

"Gee,  it's  hot!"  you  pant,  as  you  sink  into  a 
chair  on  the  front  porch,  and  languidly  fan  your- 
self with  a  magazine  that  happens  to  be  on  hand. 

"Sure  it's  hot,  and  it's  hot,  too,  in  Africa,  India, 
China,  and  many  other  places  where  Missionaries 
are  toiling  to  win  souls  for  Christ,  and  don't  forget 
that  you  are  a  Missionary,  too — a  Young  Mission- 
ary of  Christ  the  King — and  your  Brothers  and 
Sisters  in  Mission  lands  are  counting  on  your  help, 
even  though  it  is  90°  in  the  shade. 

"Aw,  it's  much  too  hot  to  pray  for  the  Mis- 
sions these  days."  you  groan. 

' '  Sure  it's  hot,  but  that's  just  it.  Offer  the  heat 
for  Missionaries  and  their  care  in  Mission  lands, 
and  right  away  you  will  have  something  big  to 
offer.  And  wait  a  minute  while  I  tell  you  a  secret! 
When  you  have  made  the  offering  from  your 
heart,  the  heat  won't  seem  nearly  as  bad.  You  see 
if  it  does." 

"Say,  Mom.  can  I  have  a  drink  of  ice  water?'? 

You  can  hear  the  ice  tinkling  in  the  glass,  but 
just  a  moment!  In  Mission  lands,  ice  water 
doesn't  come  the  way  of  Missionaries  very  often, 
perhaps  by  waiting  a  wee  while,  and  enduring 
that  thirst,  you  could  help  a  Missionary  to  gain  a 
soul.    It's  worth  thinking  over,  isn't  it? 

"Why,  it  can't  be  time  to  go  to  bed  now,  just 
when  my  favourite  program  is  coming  over  the 
radio,"  you  say  with  a  scowl  beginning  to  show  on 
your  face.  Now  stop,  before  that  scowl  becomes 
deeper,  maybe  in  Mission  lands  there  are  Brothers 
and  Sisters  of  mine  who  will  be  lying  down  to 
take  their  rest  on  the  hard  ground  to-night.  Would 
my  going  to  bed  with  a  cheerful  smile  just  when 
I  want  so  very  badly  to  stay  up,  help  to  make 
their  lot.  any  easier?" 

"Aw,  I  was  having  such  a  grand  dream,  what 
d'you  want  to  wake  me.  up  so  early  for,"  you 
groan,  as  you  settle  yourself  for  just  another  little 
snooze.  "Wake  up.  Lazy  Bones,  in  Mission  lands, 
your  Brothers  and  Sisters  are  toiling  to  win  souls 
for  Christ  Our  King,  and  they  need  your  help,  so 
let  us  be  up  and  doing  with  a  cheerful  smile,  and 
the  words  of  the  Morning  Offering  on  our  lips, 
and  in  our  hearts." 

Heat.  Thirst.  Bed.  and  Bed  again,  not  very 
pleasant  things  to  think  about  on  such  a  grand 
summer  day,  but  things  that  can  be  turned  into 
the  pure  gold  of  heavenly  currency  by  the  Midas 
touch  of  self-sacrifice.   Let  us  think  about  it. 


GIVE  GOD  TIME  AM)  HE  W ILL  GIVE  YOU  ETERNITY. 
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WE  WANT  MORE! 

More  what  ? 

More  Young  Missionaries  of  Christ  the  King, 
of  course.  We  want  to  see  a  glorious  band 
Stretching  from  East  to  West,  all  pledged  to  help 
the  Missions. 

How  about  that  friend  of  yours  you  met  this 
Bummer?  Why  not  get  him  or  her  interested  in 
the  .Missions,  and  then  when  their  enthusiasm  has 
reached  boiling  point,  say  "How  about  joining  the 
YM.C.K.?"  Explain  the  obligations  to  them,  and 
if  they  are  willing  to  undertake  them,  and  what 
right-minded  boy  or  girl  wouldn't  be,  send  in  their 
names  to  the  Captain,  and  we  will  do  the  rest. 


PUT  SOME  PEP  INTO  IT. 

There  is  nothing  like  music  to  arouse  our  en- 
thusiasm, so  we  give,  here  the  words  of  a  Mission 
song,  sung  to  a  well-known  tune,  which  will  help 
go  put  some  pep  into  our  work  for  the  Missions. 
Try  singing  it  before  your  next  Y.M.C.K.  meeting. 

Working  for  the  Missions. 

(Melody,  "Marching  Through  Georgia.") 
Bring  good-will  and  labour,  friends!  we'll  make 

another  drive. 
Make  it  with  a  spirit  that  will  prove  our  hearts 

alive. 

Make  it  as  we've  yearned  to  make  it,  everyone  to 
strive. 

Let's  all  go  working  for  the  Missions. 

Chorus : 

Hurrah!  hurrah!  we  bring  the  help  they  need. 
Hurrah !  hurrah !  may  other  folks  take  heed. 
Get  the  spirit,  friends,  and  follow  the  Missionaries' 
lead. 

Let's  all  go  working  for  the  Missions. 

How  the  priests  are  gladdened  when  they  see  our 
timely  aid. 

How  their  hearts  are  lightened  when  they  have  the 

ransom  paid ! 
How  their  hopes  are  brightened  when  more  Chris- 
tian souls  are  made. 
While  we  are  working  for  the  Missions. 

Chorus. 

(Prom  "The  Shield.") 


BE  A  BRIDGE 

"How  can  I?"  will  be  the  first  question  in  the 
mind  of  every  Young-  Missionary  who  reads  this 
advice.  Well,  let  us  see.  First  of  all,  what  is 
a  bridge.?  It  is  something  that  connects  one  thing 
with  another,  is  it  not?  Usually  it  joins  two  por- 
tions of  land  which  it  is  important  to  have  united. 
We  know  from  experience  that  bridges  are  very 
convenient  and  very  necessary.  Often  a  bridge 
saves  us  hours  of  time  and  much  expense  Avhen 
we  are  travelling. 


Now  of  course  you  cannot  be  a  wooden  or  con- 
crete bridge  stretched  across  a  river  or  ravine, 
but  you  can  be  a  much  better  kind  of  bridge  by 
connecting  souls  with  God  by  your  prayers  and 
sacrifices.  You  can  be  a  spiritual  bridge  along 
which  the  grace  of  God  may  travel  to  those  sep- 
arated from  Him.  Every  soul  in  grace  can  be 
this  kind  of  a  bridge. 

The  best  and  most  effective  bridge  ever  used 
by  God  to  reach  man  was  our  Blessed  Mother 
Mary,  for  she  brought  to  us  Grace  Incarnate  in 
the.  Person  of  Our  Divine  Lord !  But  in  our  own 
little  way  we  can  each  be  a  bridge  between  God 
and  man.  Every  time  we  say  a  sincere  prayer 
for  some  one  we  fulfil  the  office  of  a  beidge — for 
we  connect  that  soul  with  God. 

Perhaps  you  will  be  thinking  that  our  Lord, 
Who  is  all-powerful,  does  not  need  human  bridges 
to  reach  souls.  But  if  we  study  the  ways  of  God, 
we  see  clearly  that  He  generally  chooses  to  reach 
men  through  men,  so  let  us  put  ourselves  entirely 
at  His  disposal  to  be  used  however  and  whenever 
He  pleases  as  bridges  for  uniting  Him  to  souls  He 
loves. 


FRIENDS  OF  THE  MISSIONS. 

We  are  sure  our  Young  Missionaries  will  be 
interested  in  this  snapshot  of  the  66th  Winnipeg 
Company  of  Girl  Guides,  for  these  girls  have 
given  practical  proof  of  their  love  for  the  mis- 
sions by  saving  their  pennies  and  sending  in  a 
donation  to  buy  stamps  to  mail  catechism  lessons. 
Their  Captain,  Miss  Mary  Corder,  sent  in  a  con- 
tribution on  her  own  account,  and  it  was  doubt- 
less her  enthusiasm  that  kindled  a  responsive  in- 
terest in  the  hearts  of  the  66th  Company. 


Girl  Guides,  Winnipeg,  66<7i  Company. 


THE  BEST  DAYS  OE  A  MAN'S  LIEE  ARE  THOSE  IN  WHICH  HE  RENDERS  SERVICE. 
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Donations,  December  1st,  1935,  to  June  1ft,  1936 


Donations 

$150.00. 

D.   and  M. 

In  Memory  of  C.  MacNeil 

$100.00. 
McManany,   Mrs.  W. 

$30.00. 

His  Excellency  G.  Murray 

$25.00. 
Rev.  F.  P.  White. 

$20.00. 

L.  C.  P. 

$13.00. 
Mrs.  R.  MacKell. 

$10.00. 

Black,  M. 
Cassidy,  Mrs.  C. 
C.C.S.M.C.,   St.  F.  X. 

College. 
C.C.S.M.C.,   St.  Mary's 

College. 
Rev.  J.  Collins,  C.SS.R. 
Hon.  C.  McCrea. 
Mrs.  R.  Sehl. 

$8.00. 

Mrs.  Langmuir. 

$5.00. 
Brunner,  F. 

C.  C.S.M.C.,  Miscouche. 
Donovan,  M. 
Fitzpatrick,  M. 
Gagnier,  E. 
Kirkham,  Mrs. 
His  Excellency  J.  H. 

MacDonald. 
Judge  Rimmer. 
Scott.  W.  L. 
St.   Patrick's  Junior 
Rev.  Fr.  Webster. 

$4.00. 

Mrs.  N.  O'Neil. 

$3.69. 

D.  Hayward. 

$2.45. 

S.  Meade. 

$2.00. 
Mrs.  Dolan. 

$1.50. 
Rev.  P.  J.  Bromley. 
Mrs.  Johnson. 

$1.10. 
S.  Bergius. 

$1.00. 
M.  Gaudreau. 
J.  Kelly. 
J.  Landers. 
M.  MacNeil. 
Rev.  J.  B.  O'Reilly. 
A.  Ryan. 
M.  Whelan. 

Catechetical  appeal 

$15.00. 

A  Friend. 

$13.37. 

St.  Augustine's  Seminary 
Students. 

$13.13. 
Dc  La  Salle  Pupils. 

$10.00. 

St.  Peter's  Seminary  Stall 
Rev.  Fr.  Brunet. 
Rev.  M.  D.  Kiley. 
Redemptorist  Fathers, 

Montreal. 
In  Memory  of  Frances 

Lovering. 
C.W.L.,  Quebec. 
Girls'    Club,  C.N.D., 

Ottawa. 

$6.75. 
Fidelis  Club. 

Toronto  Hostel. 


$6.10. 

C.C.S.M.C.,  Sacred  Heart, 
Halifax. 

$6.00. 

C.C.S.M.C.,   Holy  Angels 

Convent. 
Pupils   Sacred  Heart 
School,  Walkerton. 
$5.00. 

Rev.  Fr.  Barry. 
C.C.S.M.C.,  Mount  St. 

Bernard. 
C.C.S.M.C.,  St.  Mary's 

Academy. 
Creary,  Miss  M. 
His   Excellency  A.  E. 

Deschamps. 
Mr.  Godin. 
W.  L.  Gray. 
Rev.  Fr.  Prance. 
Rev.  Fr.  McGuire. 
Mr.  J.  O.  Patnaude. 
Redemptorist  Fathers, 

Buffalo. 
St.  Patrick's  Girls'  High 

School. 
Rev.  Fr.  F.  J.  Singleton. 
P.  Wheeler. 
Rev.  Fr.  Wedlock. 


G.  Farr. 


$4.00. 


$2.60. 

C.C.S.M.C.,  Kingston. 
$2.00. 

Rev.  C.  Albury. 
Mrs.  Wm.  Curry. 
Rev.  G.  E.  Doherty. 
Mrs.  J.  M.  Dooley. 
Mrs.  T.  P.  Doyle. 
Mrs.  E.  J.  Duggan. 
I.  Foy. 

Rev.  Fr.  Keogh,  C.SS.R. 
Catherine  Kiley. 
G.  E.  Kyte. 
M.  and  E.  Kavanaugh. 
Mrs.  H.  Labatt. 
Rev.  A.  J.  Leyes. 
Rev.  T.  Marchildon. 
J.  C.  Malone. 
Rev.  A.  R.  MacDonald. 
J.  McNeil. 
Dr.  J.  McKenty. 
Mrs.  J.  C.  O'Mullin. 


Ann  O'Connor. 

St.  Joseph's  School,  Port 

Arthur. 
St.  Martha's  School  of 

Nursing. 

G.  Samoisette. 
Sisters  of  Charity, 

Edmonton. 
Redemptorist  Fathers, 

St.  Louis. 
Rev.  Fr.  Toomey. 
Rev.  Fr.  S.  E.  White. 
Mrs.  A.  M.  Weir. 
Mrs.  E.  Wayland. 
Rev.  F.  J.  Gough. 

$1.67. 

St.  Vincent  de  Paul 
School. 

$1.50. 

His  Excellency  G.  Forbes. 

E.  MacLean. 

Sisters  of  Holy  Cross. 

$1.00. 
A.  Anderson. 
Mrs.  J.  T.  Anderson. 
Rev.  E.  J.  Brown. 
Mrs.  F.   J.  Brennan. 
J.  M.  Bennett. 
Brescia  Hall. 
K.  Brown. 
M.  Buck. 

H.  Buck. 

J.  J.  Berrigan. 
Mrs.  D.  Bourque. 
C.C.S.M.C.,  Summerside. 
C.C.S.M.C.,  Meteghan. 
C.C.S.M.C.,  Almonte. 
C.C.S.M.C.,  Our  Lady  of 
Perpetual  Help, 

Toronto. 
Rev.  A.  R.  Conway, 
Mrs.  J.  Culkin. 
His  Excellency 

A.  O.  Comtois. 
E.  Cummings. 
Rev.  C.  F.  Curran. 
Miss  M.  Carrier. 
Rev.  J.  J.  Corrigan. 
M.  Casey. 
E.  Coates. 

Rev.  Fr.  Coffey.  C.SS.R. 
Misses  Costello. 
H.  M.  Crowley. 


Mrs.   M.  Crowell. 
L.  Drummond. 
Miss  M.  Doyle. 
Mrs.  Dube. 
Mrs.  D.  D.  Drohan. 
Mrs.  Dupras. 
I.  Dawson. 
Mrs.  J.  J.  Duffy. 
C.W.L.,  Schreiber. 
Miss  Finnigan. 
Friars  of  Atonement. 
Mrs.  L.  Frezell. 
Rev.  A.  Feurth. 
Rev.  Fr.  Forner,  O.M.I. 
M.  Foley. 
A.  M.  Giroux. 
T.  Griffin. 
Mrs.  W.  Guest. 
Mrs.  P.  Griffin. 
A.  Hunter. 
Hart,  N. 

Mrs.  C.  Hutchison. 
Rt.  Rev.  Msgr.  Hughes. 
Mary  A.  Hunt. 
Halifax  Infirmary. 
Heffernan,  Miss  N. 
Mrs.  Hourigan. 
H.  J.  Krug. 
Mrs.  D.  P.  Kennedy. 
F.  Kennedy. 
P.  Koch. 
Mrs.  C.  Korman. 
M.  J.  Kelly. 
F.  Lambert. 

A.  Legere. 
Miss  M.  Layde. 
Mr.  Lewis. 
Mrs.  Kuipero. 
Rev.  J.  A.  Lenhard. 
Mrs.  John  Locke. 
Rev.  Fr.  Lepine. 
Loretto  Academy. 

Sioux  Lookout. 
Loretto  Academy, 

Niagara  Falls. 
Loretto  Academy.  Guelph 
Loretto  Academy, 

Stratford. 
Rev.  J.  E.  McHenry. 
L.  Mallon. 
W.  Matthews. 
Hon.  C.  McCrea. 
Rev.  G.  May. 

B.  McNeill. 


RFomFsrAT*  We  were  deeoly  touched  on  receiving  a  donation  through 
nmiiiiLsiiii.  Mrg  p  j  Kealy  on  Denajf  of  her  sister,  Miss  Mary 
Deane.  deceased.  In  a  letter  which  accompanied  the  donation.  Mrs. 
Kealy  wrote: 

"I  am  enclosing  a  small  donation  to  the  Sisters  of  Service  for  my 
dear  Sister.  Mary  E.  Deane.  who  passed  peacefully  away  January  31st. 
She  always  took  a  keen  interest  in  the  work  done  by  the  Sisters  of 
Service.  She  loved  to  knit  and  make  infants'  clothing  and  was  grieved 
that  she  couldn't  do  anything  while  she  was  ill.  She  started  to  knit 
in  bed.  but  had  to  give  up.  Among  her  correspondence  I  found  the 
enclosed  money  which  she  had  received  as  a  birthday  gift  and  never 
used,  so  I  know  she  would  be  pleased  if  I  remembered  the  Sisters  of 
Service  with  it." 

We  were  pleased  indeed  to  receive  this  memento  of  our  dear  friend. 
We  feel  sure  that  her  interest  in  our  work  has  merely  moved  on  to  a 
higher  sphere,  and  that  she  will  continue  to  assist  us  by  her  prayers. 


STAMPS  OF  SACRIFICE. 


Another  letter  from  a  friend  in  Nova  Scotia 


has  real  heart-appeal: 
"I  received  your  letter  asking  for  stamps  to  mail  catechism  lessons 
to  children  out  West.  When  the  letter  came  I  was  not  working  and 
no  hopes  of  making  a  dollar  for  some  time.  However,  I  happened  to 
strike  a  little  work  and  am  sending  50  stamps.  Sorry  I  could  not 
send  the  other  50.    I  will  send  100  as  soon  .as  I  get  steady  work." 

Surely  the  50  lessons  mailed  with  stamps  that  are  the  fruit  of  such 
self-sacrifice  will  carry  much  grace  to  the  little  ones  receiving  them! 

CANDY  FOR  CATECHISM!  P"Pils  °f  "»e  Sacred  Heart  School  at 

Walkerton.  Ont..  sent  in  the  candy  money 
they  saved  during  Lent  to  buy  stamps  to  mail  catechism  lessons. 

Some  time  ago  we  showed  our  film.  "In  the  Master's  Service."  to 
these  children,  so  we  were  especially  pleased  with  their  generous  re- 
sponse. 


C.  McDaniel. 
Mrs.  C.  McLellan. 
Mrs.  M.  A.  McLean. 

H.  MacDougall. 
K.  McKian. 

J.  MacLean. 
Rev.  A.  K.  Mclntyre. 
Mrs.  F.  MacDonald. 
A.  McQuilken. 
Mrs.  V.  Merchant. 
Mrs.  R.  A.  MacKinnon. 
Miss  A.  McEntee. 
Miss  M.  Mooney. 
Mrs.  J.  C.  MacNeil. 

I.  Marotta. 

Rev.  A.  L.  Mclntyre. 
Mrs.  R.  MacKenzie. 
Mrs.  L.  R.  Meech. 
Rt.  Rev.  Msgr.  Morton. 
M.  Martin. 

Miss  M.  A.  Monaghan. 
A.  McKeown. 
A.  McNeil. 
L.  McFarlane. 
C.  J.  McNeil. 
Mrs.  T.  MacNeil. 
Mr.  J.  L.  Murray. 
S.  McNeil. 

Rev.  D.  O'Donnell,  C.SS.R. 
N-  J-  O'Connell. 
Rev.  J.  B.  O'Reilly.  C.J.M. 
Rev.  O.  Paradis,  O.M.I. 

A.  Palmer. 
Fr.  C.  Paille. 

Rev.  Fr.  Pennylegion. 
Redemptorist  Fathers, 

Ottawa. 
Mrs.  Ryan. 
F.  Schwartz. 
St.  Ann's  Academy. 
Sisters  of  Holy  Cross. 
St.  Ann's  Convent. 
St.  Joseph's  Hospital. 
Sisters  of  St.  Joseph, 

Douglas. 
.St.  Anne's  Hospital. 
St.  Paul's  Hospital. 
Rev.  F.  Smyth. 
Sisters  of  St.  Joseph, 

Toronto. 
St.  Boniface  Hospital. 
St.  Paul's  School  of 

Nursing. 
Sisters  of  Assumption. 
St.  Vincent's  Convent. 
Miss  A.  C.  Sweeney. 
Mrs.  R.  Stroeder. 
Sisters  of  Mercy. 

B.  Tighe. 
Rev.  J.  Uyen. 
Villanova  School. 
Weetman,  W. 
Mrs.  B.  .»..  Weir. 

A.  Williams. 
F.  M.  Welch. 

50c. 

B.  M.  Caverly. 
S.  M.  Hicks. 

Mrs.  G.  Mulroney. 
J.  S. 

Miss  F.  Scott. 
V.  Deniss. 

30c. 

C.  Butts. 

25c. 

Hotel  Dieu. 
M.  B.  MacKenzie. 

Honorary  Members 

E.  Gibson. 
K.  McKian. 

Dime  Savers 

$3.00. 

Mrs.  Rose  and  James. 
$1.00. 

A.  Dalzell. 
Flynn  Children. 


ONE  ATOM  OF  HUMILITY  JS  WOKTH  MOKE  THAN  A  MOUNTAIN  OI    (iOOl)  WORKS. 


GET  THESE  FACTS 


1.  In  Western  Canada  our  Church  and  Country  are  still  in 
the  making. 

2.  O  ne  sixth  of  our  Western  Catholic  population  is  out  of 
touch  with  the  Church. 

3.  If  help  does  not  come  immediately,  these  scattered  sheep 
will  stray  from  the  True  Fold. 

4.  The  pressing  need  of  these  souls  gives  them  a  first  mortgage 
on  your  sympathy  and  generosity. 

5.  Ch  ristian  charity  binds  all  Christians  to  come  to  their  aid 
in  this  hour  of  stress. 

6.  The  S  isters  of  Service  are  dedicating  their  lives  to  the 
rescue  of  these  abandoned  Catholics. 

7.  These  self-sacrificing  women  depend  on  your  prayers  and 
charity. 

8.  A  short  prayer  and  a  small  offering  from  every  Canadian 
Catholic  once  a  year,  would  ensure  the  success  o  f  th  eir 
noble  work. 


Get  These  Facts...  and  You  Will  Surely  Help 

THE  SISTERS  OF  SERVICE 

In  Their  Missionary  Endeavour 


"/  have  come  to  serve" 


i§>t£ter£  of  H>ertotce 


/^HE  Institute  of  the  "SISTERS  OF  SERVICE"  is  a  missionary  society  founded  for  the 
lIL  home-mission  field.     As  CATECHISTS,  TEACHERS,  NURSES  and  SOCIAL 
WORKERS  these  Sisters  dedicate  their  life  to  the  spiritual  and  temporal  welfare  of 
settlers  in  the  outlying  districts  of  Western  Canada. 


Canada 
Needs 

the 
Sisters 

of 
Service 


The 
Sisters 

of 
Service 

Need 
Canada 


Headquarters 
Novitiate- 


-2  Wellesley  Place,  Toronto 
-60  Glen  Road,  Toronto 

MISSIONS 


Halifax,  N.S  Port  Work 

Quebec,  Que   Port  Work 

Montreal,  Que  Hostel 

Ottawa,  Ont  Hostel 

Toronto,  Ont  Hostel 

Winnipeg,  Man  Hostel 


Camp  Morton.  Man  2  Schools 

Regina.  Sask  ..Catechetical  Centre 

Edmonton,  Alta  Catechetical  Centre 

Edmonton.  Alta  Hostel 

Vilna,  Alta  Hospital 

Edson,  Alta   Hospital 

Vancouver.  B.C  Hostel 


Correspondence  is  Invited 


s.  o.  s. 

A  CATHOLIC  CANADIAN  ENDEAVOUR 


What  some  Bishops  of  the 
Canadian  Hierarchy  Think  of 
the  Catholic  and  National  Mis- 
sionary Endeavour  of  the 
"Sisters  of  Service" 

"The  Bishops  of  Canada  recoup- 
ment! the  zealous  and  devoted  ac- 
tivities of  the  Sisters  of  Service." 
—  Report  of  the  plenary  meeting  of 

the  Canadian  Hierarchy,  Quebec, 

Oct.,  1928. 

"I  regard  the  founding  of  the 
Society  known  as  the  'Sisters  of 
Service'  as  a  very  important  step 
towards  a  solution  of  the  problem 
of  immigration.  Its  purpose  com- 
bines the  safeguarding  of  the  faith 
with  social  and  civic  betterment 
from  a  Canadian  point  of  view.  It 
is  constructive  work  of  the  best 
kind.  Though  originating  in  Toronto,  it  is  not 
in  any  sense  for  Toronto.  It  appeals  to  the 
whole  Dominion.  One  needs  but  two  qualities, 
love  of  God  and  love  of  Canada,  to  become 
interested  in  the  success  of  the 'Sisters  of  Service'." 

N.  McNeil, 

Archbishop  of  Toronto. 

"While  Vicar  General  of  Edmonton  I  saw  at 
close  range  the  excellent  work  done  by  the  Sis- 
ters of  Service  in  their  multiple  missionary  activi- 
ties. I  cannot  too  highly  commend  their  zeal  and 
energy  for  the  salvation  of  the  most  abandoned 
souls  of  Western  Canada.  The  correspondence 
course  in  religious  instruction,  which  they  carry 
on  with  such  success,  deserves  a  special  tribute, 
as  they  thus  minister  to  the  little  ones  of  Christ 
far  from  Church  and  Catholic  school." 

►J*  James  C.  McGuigan. 
Archbishop  of  Regina. 

"The  work  of  the  'Sisters  of  Service'  will 
certainly  fill  a  great  need  out  here.  The  only 
limit  to  their  labours  would  be  the  number  of 
subjects  they  could  supply  ....  I  am  quite  con- 
fident that  this  work  is  inspired  by  God. 

"Such  an  order  is  very  necessary  in  my  Arch- 
diocese and  could  do  splendid  work  for  God  and 
Holy  Mother  Church." 

►J<  Henry  O'Leary, 

Archbishop  of  Edmonton. 

"I  hail  with  satisfaction  and  delight  the  founda- 
tion of  the  religious  institute — the  'Sisters  of 
Service'  .  .  .  May  God  call  many  generous  souls 
to  this  new  and  glorious  apostolate!" 

Alfred  A.  Sinnott, 
Archbishop  of  Winnipeg. 

"I  hope  that  when  it  becomes  possible  I  may 
have  in  this  diocese  three  or  four  colonies  of  the 
'Sisters  of  Service'  .  .  .  If  I  can  do  anything  to 


help  this  zeal-inspired  undertaking 
it  will  be  a  privilege  to  do  it." 
►f*  J.  T.  McNally, 

Bishop  of  Calgary. 

"I  approve  the  idea  of  the 
'Sisters  of  Service'  and  wish  to  see 
them  at  their  work  as  soon  as 

possible." 

►£<  NlCETAS  BUDKA, 

Ukrainian  Creek  Catholic  Bishop 
of  Canada. 


Appreciations  of  the  "Sisters  of 
Service"  Work 

"The  endeavour  of  the  Sisters  of 
Service   is   a   record   of  splendid 
achievement  and  useful  work  for  the 
Dominion,  and  I  know  from  the  lit- 
tle experience  I  have  personally  of 
the  work  of  your  Order  how  much  self-sacrifice 
and  devotion  to  humanity  goes  with  it." 
—Sir  Henry  Thornton,  Chairman  and  President  of 
the  Canadian  National  Railways. 

' '  I  wish  to  place  on  record  the  extremely  valuable 
assistance  I  have  received  from  the  C.W.L.,  and 
especially  from  the  Sisters  of  Service  whose  admir- 
able training  renders  them  particularly  useful  for 
work  among  new-comers." — Abbe  Casgrain,  General 
Chaplain  for  Immigration  in  Canada,  in  an  inter- 
view given  to  the  Editor  of  the  North  West  Review  of 
Winnipeg,  December  31,  1927. 

"The  Sisters  of  Service  is  an  heroic  and — we 
confidently  believe — inspired  effort  to  meet  the 
great  need  of  the  Home  Missions.  The  Catholic 
Record  considers  it  a  privilege  to  be  allowed  to  help 
this  great  work." — The  Editor  of  the  Catholic 
Record,  January  8,  1927 . 

"The  Sisters  of  Service  have  been  especially 
successful  in  their  workamongstimmigrantgirls." — 
Official  Report  of  the  Department  of  Immigration  and 
Colonization — to  the  Parliament,  for  the  fiscal  year 

ending  March  31,  1926.   Page  48. 

"The  work  of  the  'Sisters  of  Service'  which  you 
are  promoting  for  the  welfare  of  the  Church  in  the 
outlying  district  of  Western  Canada  has  come  to 
my  notice.  It  is  indeed  a  timely  effort  for  the 
welfare  of  our  Catholics  on  the  Western  Prairies  and 
no  one  can  but  remark  the  value  of  this  contribu- 
tion to  Church  and  Country.  I  am  sure  that  in  the 
ranks  of  our  Catholic  Womanhood  you  will  find 
many  devout  girls  to  whom  this  life  will  appeal." 
Government  House,      Sir  Charles  Fitzpatrick. 

Ouebec,  August  22,  1923. 

"I  have  a  great  appreciation  of  the  efforts  of  the 
Sisters  of  Service.  I  know  they  are  doing  important 
work." — E.   W.  Beatty,   Chairman  and  President, 

Canadian  Pacific  Railway. 


THE  FIELD  AT  HOME 
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'core  no  Lie: 


NATIONAL; 


THE  LAW  OF  SACRIFICE 


CHRISTIANITY  was  founded  on  sacrifice. 
The  sacrifice  of  the  Cross  is  the  fountain- 
head  from  which  flow  the  redemptive 
waters  that  have  cleansed  humanity  from  sin  and 
carried  it  back  to  its  supernatural  destiny.  The 
Incarnation  of  the  Son  of  God  had  one  sublime 
purpose  and  that  was  to  give  a  victim  for  the 
''sacrifice."    Bethlehem  leads  to  Calvary. 

If  to-day  we  are  "redeemed"  and  -enjoy  all  the 
blessings  of  a  supernatural  life,  it  is  because  the 
Son  of  God,  Our  Saviour  Jesus  Christ,  through 
sheer  love  for  us,  gave  up  His  life  on  the  Cross. 
His  death  is  our  life;  His  suffering  our  joy;  His 
privations  our  abundance. 

The  law  of  sacrifice  is  still  necessary  for  the 
propagation  and  conservation  of  Christianity. 
The  Church  only  grows  by  the  sacrifices  of  her 
missionaries,  and  of  the  Catholic  people  at  large 
who,  according  to  St.  Paul,  by  their  prayers  and 
alms  "supply  the  want  of  the  saints"  (11  Cor. 

h.  12). 

The  offerings  of  the  faithful  to  missionary 
work  is  undoubtedly  the  surest  sign  of  the  under- 
standing and  appreciation  of  the  great  mystery 
of  the  Cross.  By  giving  to  missionary  endeavour, 
we  share  with  our  Blessed  Redeemer  in  His 
supreme  Sacrifice.  Our  little  sacrifices  are  one 
with  His  and  have  through  it  that  redemptive 
power  which  saves  the  world. 

Should  not  this  view  encourage  the  benefactors 
of  the  missionary  work  of  the  Sisters  of  Service? 


The  object  of  their"  Institute  is  the  conservation 
and  propagation  of  our  Holy  Faith  in  the  Home 
Mission  Field  of  Canada.  The  sacrifices  so  gener- 
ously made  by  them  help  to  give  more  power  and 
radiance  to  the  mystery  of  the  Saviour's  Cross. 

Unhesitatingly  we,  therefore,  say  to  our 
readers :  Let  the  law  of  sacrifice  govern  your  life. 
You  will  not  miss  the  few  dollars  you  give  to 
Jesus  Christ  our  Saviour  and  to  His  Church.  Your 
gift  is  indeed  a  sacrifice.  With  that  money  you 
could  indeed  buy  small  pleasures  and  luxuries. 
But.  you  willingly  and  joyfully  sacrifice  it  for 
God's  Kingdom  on  Earth.  You  want  the  cross  of 
your  loving  Saviour  to  throw  its  saving  shadow 
across  our  beloved  country,  that  it  may  also 
"enlighten  them  that  sit  in  darkness  and  in  the 
shadow  of  death  and  to  direct  their  feet  into  the 
way  of  peace"  (Luke  1-79). 

The  Church  in  Canada  is  still  in  many  districts 
a  mission  field.  The  lack  of  priests  and  means  is 
very  great.  To  grow,  and  even  in  certain  parts 
of  Canada,  to  hold  her  own,  She  needs  the  co- 
operation of  all.  This  co-operation  will  be  active 
just  in  as  much  as  the  supreme  law  of  sacrifice  is 
understood,  appreciated  and  practised. 


JESUS  LOVES  THE  JOYOUS  HEART,  THE  EVER-SMILING  SOUL. 


THE  FIELD  AT  HOME 


I   Notes  and  Comments 

I    


THE  RAINBOW  OF  HOPE. 

Under  this  caption,  we  have  sent 
out  to  our  friends  a  folder  which 
graphically  illustrates  the  present 
standing  of  the  S.O.S.  throughout 
Canada.  Fourteen  years  ago  we  set 
out  to  build,  with  your  help,  that 
"King's  highway"  that  now  wends 
its  course  through  the  Home  Mis- 
sion Field  in  our  Dominion.  With 
the  help  of  God,  these  little  mission 
centres  have  become  "power  sta- 
tions" from  which  radiate  the 
divine  light  of  Faith  and  the  ener- 
gizing power  of  virtue. 

This  is  only  a  beginning;  for, 
what  are  fourteen  years  in  the  his- 
tory of  a  Catholic  Religious  Insti- 
tute? That  "rainbow  of  hope"  that 
spans  the  stretches  of  our  immense 
country  speaks  to  us  of  greater 
future  endeavours.  We,  therefore, 
hope  and  pray  that  our  friends 
throughout  Canada  will  continue  to 
give  us  their  support  and  help  us 
to  realize  our  hopes.  [Our  sole 
ambition  is  to  keep  and  spread  the 
Faith  "from  sea  to  sea." 

*     *  * 
FIGHTING  COMMUNISM. 

To  keep  our  Catholic  immigrants 
"Catholic"  is  the  best  way  of  fight- 
ing Communism.  For  the  concep- 
tion of  life  as  presented  by  Com- 
munism is  the  very  antithesis  of 
that  offered  to  us  by  our  Faith.  The 
former  is  purely  materialistic;  the 
latter,  spiritualistic. 

To  realize  what  "Communism" 
means  to  a  nation,  one  has  only  to 
see  what  has  happened  in  Russia 
and  Mexico  and  is  to-day  happen- 
ing in  poor  Spain.  The  persecution 
that  is  now  raging  against  the 
Church,  Her  priests,  Her  nuns,  Her 
institutions,  shows  the  ferocious 
hatred  of  the  Communists  against 
Her.  Who  would  ever  have  thought 
that  what  we  witness  to-day  in 
Spain  could  have  been  possible? 
Imperceptibly  the  insidious  "red 
propaganda"  had  filtered  down 
among  the  "unthinking  masses" 
and  choked  the  faith  of  many. 

What  has  happened  in  Spain  may 
happen  elsewhere.  The  only  real 
antidote  to  Communism  is  that  en- 
lighted  Catholic  Faith  which  will 
ever  remain  the  sheet-anchor  of  true 
citizenship.  And  to  protect  our 
"unthinking  masses"  against  Com- 
munism is  to  keep  them  "intelli- 
gently" faithful  to  the  Faith  of 
their  Baptism. 

G.  D. 


MONEY. 

"Money  is  stored-up  man  power." 
It  stands  as  the  reward  of  our 
labour.  The  time  spent  in  this 
labour  is  its  measure.  Therefore, 
we  can  say  that  money  is  a  part  of 
our  very  life.  To  give  it  freely  and 
joyfully  to  God  and  to  the  exten- 
sion of  His  Kingdom  on  earth  is  to 
give  some  of  that  life  given  to  us 
by  our  Creator  and  Father.  When 
viewed  in  this  light,  our  gifts  to  a 
missionary  work  take  on  a  higher 
meaning  and  reveal  a  sublime  pur- 
pose. 

*     *  * 
WHEN   DEATH  COMES. 

When  we  die,  we  are  going  to 
carry  in  our  clutched  hands  only 
what  we  have  given  away.  Should 
not  this  statement — which  we  know 
to  be  true — make  us  resolve  to  give 
now  what  we  can  to  God's  work  on 
earth?  Why  delay?  When  death 
overtakes  us,  it  will  be  too  late  and 
we  may  go  "empty-handed"  into  the 
next  world.  "Now  is  the  accepted 
time."  Our  annuity  plan  will  help 
you  in  this  matter.  You  can  enjoy 
the  interest  on  your  money  during 
your  lifetime.  And  after  death, 
your  investment  will  be  at  work  in 
the  mission  field.  Write  to  us  for 
information  on  this  important 
matter. 

"WHERE  TIME  STANDS  STILL." 

Under  this  caption,  an  American 
author  wrote  his  reflections  on  Que- 
bec. By  the  drift  of  his  remarks, 
one  can  see  that  he  failed  to  grasp 
the  spirit  of  our  old  Catholic  Pro- 
vince. Accustomed  as  he  was  to 
the  rush  of  American  life,  the 
peaceful  countryside  of  Quebec  gave 
him  the  impression  that  there  time 
had  come  to  a  standstill.  To  him, 
probably,  noise,  feverish  activity, 
continued  change  of  scenery,  stand 
for  progress  and  "up-to-the-minute" 
civilization.  He  measures  "up-to- 
dateness"  by  the  standards  of  the 
bathroom. 

Old  Quebec,  particularly  rural 
Quebec,  goes  along  the  even  tenor 
of  its  ways.  Thoroughly  impreg- 
nated with  the  Christian  view  on 
life,  its  people  give  to  religion  first 
place.  The  thought  of  eternity  pre- 
dominates that  of  time.  This  ex- 
plains how  "time  stands  still."  The 
calmness  of  eternity  is  reflected  in 
that  stillness  of  time  ...  in  old 
Quebec. 


TEST  OF  CATHOLICITY. 

Vocations  to  the  missionary  life 
is  assuredly  the  best  test  of  the 
genuine  Catholicity  of  a  family  and 
a  nation.  The  missionary  vocation 
is  a  flower  that  blossoms  forth  from 
the  hallowed  soil  of  a  true  Christian 
family.  The  supernatural  elements 
that  go  to  make  a  vocation  accumu- 
late through  generations  of  hon- 
est, pious  lives  and  ultimately 
bloom  and  give  to  the  Church  of 
God  "a  missionary."  And  this  is 
the  greatest  contribution  a  soul,  a 
family,  a  nation,  can  give  to  the 
Kingdom  of  God  on  earth. 

What  we  have  said  of  a  Catholic 
family  holds  good  for  a  nation.  The 
more  Catholic  a  nation — or  part  of  a 
nation — is,  the  more  missionary  vo- 
cations go  forth  from  it  into  the 
world.  Ireland  still  remains  the 
classical  example  of  this  truth.  To- 
day the  sons  and  daughters  of  Erin 
go  forth  every  year  to  preach  and 
give  the  faith  of  St.  Patrick  to  the 
nations  of  the  world.  Even  France 
of  late  is  benefitting  by  the  zeal  of 
that  apostolic  nation.  Priests  are 
now  going  to  France  to  fill  the 
depleted  ranks  of  her  clergy. 

Catholic  mothers  and  fathers, 
blessed  is  the  day  when  one  of  your 
children  will  be  called  to  work  in 
the  Lord's  vineyard.  No  better  test 
can  be  given  of  the  Catholicity  of 
your  home  and  of  the  education  you 
gave  to  your  offspring. 

G.  D. 

*  *  * 

"CHRIST  IN  THE  PUBLIC 
SCHOOL." 

"Of  the  teachers  in  many  public 
schools,  some  like  Pilate  condemn 
our  Lord  to  death;  more  of  them 
clothe  Him,  with  Herod,  in  the  garb 
of  a  fool."  .  .  .  Should  we  then 
wonder  at  the  disintegrating  influ- 
ences of  our  so-called  neutral 
schools.  No  school  teacher  can  be 
neutral.  How  can  history  be  taught 
in  a  neutral  way?  Facts  are  facts. 
Their  interpretation  depends  on  the 
teacher.  Is  there  any  wonder  that 
we  fight  and  will  always  fight  for 
"our"  schools? 

*  *  * 
CATHOLIC  SOCIOLOGY. 

"The  true  concept  of  sociology  is  i 
to  use  the  rendering  of  material  aid 
the  furnishing  of  worldly  relief  to 
sickness  and  want  as  a  means  of 
establishing  a  basis  of  confidence 
upon  which  to  build  up  the  spiritual 
edifice  and  lead  to  the  practice  of 
religion." 

This  is  the  object  the  S.O.S.  have 
in  view,  particularly  in  their  Hostel 
and  Hospital  work.  True  charity 
is  the  easiest  way  to  a  soul. 


WHATEVER  IS  NOT  AVAILABLE  FOR  ETERNITY  IS  SHEER  VANITY. 
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ave  come  to  serve 


AT 

HEADQUARTERS 


RETREAT. 

"Come  apart  into  a  desert 
place,  and  rest  awhile." 

Rest  is  necessary  for  all,  and 
for  that  reason  many  of  us  go 
away  in  the  summer  in  order  to 
give  the  poor  tired  body  a  little 
relaxation,  but  few,  very  few  of 
us  think  of  the  soul,  and  yet 
how  much  the  soul  may  need  a 
rest,  or  more  properly  speaking, 
a  time  of  re-creation.  To  us  Re- 
ligious the  annual  retreat  is  a 
time  of  spiritual  rebuilding, 
when  the  soul,  like  an  exhaust- 
ed battery,  needs  recharging. 
It  is  a  time  when  we  ourselves 
take  on  new  vigour,  and  fit  our- 
selves to  start  on  another  year's 
work  for  God. 

This  year  the  Retreat  for  the 
Sisters  of  Service  in  Toronto 
and  district  was  preached  by 
Rev.  Father  Ethelbert,  O.F.M., 
of  Montreal.  The  Retreat 
lasted  eight  full  days,  and  was 
a  time  when  the  soul,  alone 
with  God,  learned  to  know  Him 
more  clearly,  and  to  love  Him 


more  dearly  in  order  bo 
serve  Him  more  faith- 
fully during  the  com- 
ing  year.    God  spoke 
to    the    soul  through 
the  words  of  the  Retreat  Master, 
and   in   the   solitude   of  quiet 
prayer,   and   the   soul  listened. 
At  the  end  of  those  blessed  days 
one  might  well  ask  oneself  in 
those  beautiful  words  of  the  late 
Monsignor  Benson : 

"What  hast  thou  learnt  to-day? 
Hast   thou    sounded    awful  mys- 
teries, 

Hast  pierced  the  veiled  skies, 
Climbed  to  the  feet  of  God, 
Trodden  where  saints  have  trod, 
Fathomed  the  heights  above? 
Nay, 

This  only  have  I  learnt,  that  God 
is  love." 

To  Reverend  Father  Ethelbert, 
who  showed  us  the  beauty  and 
loveliness  of  the  Christ  we  serve, 
we  owe  an  immense  debt  of  gra- 
titude— one  which  we  can  only 
repay  by  fervent  prayer.  May 
God  reward  him  in  time  and 
eternity. 

Profession. 

At  the  close  of  the  Retreat,  on 
the  Feast  of  Our  Blessed  Lady's 
Assumption,  two  of  our  novices 
had  the  happiness  of  pronounc- 
ing their  first  vows  in  the  Novi- 
tiate Chapel.  To  Sister  Noreen 
Kennedy  (Que-bec)  and  Sister 
Gertrude  Sheridan  (Toronto)  we 
offer  our  congratulations.  At 
Edson,  Alberta,  a  few  weeks 
previously,  Final  Profession  was 


made  by  Sister  Margaret  Mor- 
gan (Glasgow,  Scotland).  To 
these  three,  and  to  the  others 
who  renewed  vows  both  at  home 
and  on  the  Missions,  we  offer 
our  heartfelt  wishes,  and  express 
the  hope  that  for  many  years  to 
come  they  may  walk  hand  in 
hand  with  the  Master  along  the 
road  they  have  chosen,  until  the 
Gates  of  Heaven  open  and  they 
receive  the  reward  promised  by 
Christ  to  those  that  leave  all 
things  for  His  sake. 


A  PRAYER. 


For  strength  I  ask 

For  the  ten  times  repeated  task, 

The  endless  smallnesses  of  every 

day. 
No,  not  to  lay 

My  life   down   in   the  cause  I 

cherish  most ; 
That  were  too  easy.    But,  what- 

e'er  it  cost, 
To  fail  no  more 

In  gentleness  toward  the  ungen- 
tle, nor 

In  love  toward  the  unlovely,  and 

to  give, 
Each  day  I  live, 

To  every  hour,  with  outstretched 

hands,  its  meed 
Of  not-to-be-regretted  thought 

and  deed. 


"The  apostolic,  spirit  is  the 
cond il  ion  of  our  progress  and  the 
measure  of  our  Catholicity." — 
Cardinal  Manning:. 


GOD'S  WILL  IS  TO  BE  POUND  IN  THE  ORDINARY  LITTLE  THINGS  OF  EVERY  MINUTE. 
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In  the  Home-Mission  Field  1 


S.O.S.  VACATION  SCHOOL  IN  TORONTO  DIOCESE 


AS  all  our  readers  know,  the  Sisters  of  Ser- 
vice traverse  the  provinces  of  Western 
Canada  and  even  the  Nova  Scotian  sea 
coast  in  their  efforts  to  reach  and  instruct  the 
Catholic  children  living  in  isolated  districts.  This 
summer  witnessed  their  first  venture  at  cate- 
chetical work  in  Toronto  Diocese. 

His  Excellency  Archbishop  MeGuigan,  shortly 
after  installation  in  this  archiepiscopal  see,  as- 
sured us  that  there  is  as  much  or  more  need  for 
catechetical  instruction  in  the  Diocese  of  Toronto 
as  there  is  in  the  wide  stretches  of  our  western 
prairies.  This  summer  we  had  an  opportunity  of 
appreciating  at  close  range  the  difficulties  that 
beset  a  zealous  pastor,  in  charge  of  two  or  three 
parishes,  on  the  fringe  of  this  great  Diocese. 
With  all  the  children  attending  public  schools, 


"Our  Girls"  at  Vacation  School 

THE  LESS  I  CAN  DO,  THE  MORE  WILL  GOD  DO 


this  hard-working  priest  has  been  trying  for  seven 
years  to  instruct  the  little  ones  of  his  flock  and 
instil  in  their  hearts  a  love  for  their  Holy  Faith. 
Let  us  look  at  the  trying  conditions  under  which 
he  labours.  His  only  opportunity  for  regular  in- 
struction is  on  Sundays  after  Mass,  when  the  chil- 
dren are  tired,  the  parents  anxious  to  start  on  the 
homeward  journey  of  several  miles,  and  he  him- 
self not  so  energetic  as  might  be  after  saying  two 
Masses,  with  a  long  drive  between. 

At  other  times  he  does  what  he  can  by  house- 
to-house  instruction  in  the  evening,  taking  along 
a  blackboard  to  help  make  things  interesting  for 
his  pupils.  But  with  so  many  miles  between 
parishioners,  this  is  a  slow  process  and  hardly  to 
be  considered  satisfactory.  In  the  winter,  the 
roads  are  often  impassable,  so  that  when  the  snow 
flourishes,  instruction  languishes. 

The  Sisters  of  Service  were  privileged 
to  assist  this  devoted  pastor  by  conduct- 
ing a  two-weeks'  religious  vacation 
school  in  one  of  his  parishes.  For  a 
period  of  two  weeks,  intensive  instruc- 
tion was  given  to  about  sixty  children, 
ranging  in  age  from  six  to  sixteen. 

When  teaching  in  the  West,  our 
Sisters  have  very  few  aids  to  teaching, 
their  classrooms  being  usually  beside  a 
brook,  or  a  haystack,  or  in  the  church, 
should  there  be  one.  Therefore,  it  was  a 
wonderful  help  to  find  ourselves  in  a 
real  schoolroom,  fitted  out  with  desks 
and  blackboards.  We  took  advantage  of 
these  conveniences  to  introduce  project 
work  into  our  teaching,  the  pastor  being 
willing  and  eager  to  furnish  the  books, 
pencils,  pictures  and  paste  necessary. 

The  children  found  their  project 
books  enourmously  interesting.  So  much 
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so  that  they  preferred  working  on  them  to  having 
recess.  After  the  summer's  experience,  we  have 
come  to  the  conclusion  that  project  work  should 
certainly  be  introduced  into  the  study  of  religion 
wherever  it'  is  in  any  way  feasible. 

A  short,  resume  of  a  day  spent  with  the  senior 
elass  may  be  interesting  to  our  readers. 

Mass  was  celebrated  at  nine  o'clock.  All  the 
pupils  assisted  and  appropriate  hymns  were  sung 
in  honour  of  the  Blesed  Sacrament  and  Our  Lady. 

At  9.30  there  was  choir  practice.  At  first,  the 
hoys  were  shy  and  would  gladly  have  wriggled 
out  of  the  singing,  but  with  a  little  encourage- 
ment, they  wore  soon  competing  with  the  girls  in 
the  way  of  voice  culture,  and  the  half-hour  of 
singing  was  enjoyed  thoroughly. 

At  10.00,  class  began.  For  the  first  half  hour, 
the  lesson,  usually  one  of  the  Commandments,  was 
taught  as  interestingly  as  possible,  followed  by 
questions  to  test  the  pupils'  powers  of  absorption. 
Then  they  were  allowed  to  put  the  lesson  in  their 
project  books,  suitable  pictures  being  provided ; 
the  children,  however,  used  their  own  taste  as  to 
decoration  and  arrangement.  True,  the  results 
were  sometimes  startling  in  the  way  of  colour  and 
composition,  but  there  was  never  any  lack  of 
interest. 

At  11.00,  there  was  a  short  recess  of  fifteen 
minutes,  to  give  everyone  a  bit  of  fresh  air  and 
exercise. 

This  was  followed  by  a  quarter  of  an  hour's 
instruction  on  Catholic  conduct  at  home,  in 
church,  in  the  street;  it  included  making  the  Sign 
of  the  Cross  reverently,  genuflecting  properly,  be- 
haviour in  church,  marks  of  respect  to  priests  and 
religious,  etc. 

From  11.30  to  12.00,  the  time  was  usually  given 
to  a  little  discussion  on  the  Foundation  of  the 
Catholic  Church,  or  to  one  of  the  Parables  of  Our 
Lord.  These  talks  were  made  interesting  by  the 
use  of  large  coloured  pictures. 

Lunch  hour  followed,  and  this  was  spent  in  the 
orchard.  The  children  were  given  carte  blanche 
in  regard  to  the  apples  and  we  know  there  won't 
be  a  solitary  apple  to  be  gathered  in  the  Fall. 
Most  of  the  children  lived  many  miles  from  the 
instruction  centre,  so  they  brought  their  lunch 
with  them.  But  green  apples  seemed  to  be  the 
favourite  item  on  the  menu. 

At  1.15,  all  returned  to  the  classroom,  and 
the  afternoon  session  was  devoted  exclusively  to 
the  means  of  grace — project  work  being  done  on 
the  Sacraments  and  the  Mass. 

At  2.45,  the  bell  rang  for  Benediction.  After 
the  first  few  days,  the  pupils  were  able  to  sing  the 
Benediction  hymns  with  us.  It  was  a  great  con- 
solation to  have  the  blessing  of  our  Eucharistic 
Lord  on  the  work  of  each  day.  We  feel  that  these 
days  of  instruction  cannot  but  be  blessed,  be- 
ginning as  they  did  every  morning  with  the 
offering  of  Holy  Mass,  and  ending  with  the  Bene- 


diction of  Jesus  in  His  Sacramental  Presence. 

As  Father  was  anxious  that  this  vacation 
school  should  engrave  itself  indelibly  on  the 
minds  and  hearts  of  the  children,  a  solemn  general 
Communion  was  made  on  the  closing  day.  The 
Sisters  decorated  the  Church  with  ferns  and 


Come  to  my  heart,  dear  Jesus! 

flowers  brought  by  the  children;  an  arch,  taste- 
fully covered  with  yellow  and  white  crepe  paper, 
and  delicate  fern,  was  erected  in  the  centre  of  the 
communion  rail. 

Kneeling  within  this  arch,  the  children  re- 
ceived Communion,  two  by  two,  the  girls  dressed 
in  white  with  veils  and  medals  of  Our  Lady;  the 
boys  in  their  best  clothes  with  medals  pinned  on 
their  coats. 

Both  boys  and  girls  sang  their  very  best  on 
this  last  morning,  and  it  was  indeed  touching  to 
hear  them,  a  few  minutes  after  receiving  Our 
Lord,  raise  their  young  voices  in  that  beautiful 
hymn  of  consecration: 

Take  my  body,  Jesus, 

Ears,  and  eyes  and  tongue; 
Never  let  them,  Jesus, 

Help  to  do  Thee  wrong; 
Take  my  heart  and  fill  it, 

Full  of  love  for  Thee; 
All  I  have  I  give  Thee, 

Give  Thyself  to  me. 

After  Mass,  there  was  a  grand  picnic  break- 
fast in  the  orchard,  with  sandwiches,  ice  eream, 
cake,  peanuts — everything  that  a  child  could  de- 
sire in  the  way  of  a  treat. 

Then  came  the  final  event, —  a  procession  in 
honour  of  Our  Lady.    The  girls  pinned  on  their 


WHEN  WE  LOVE  GOD,  WE  FIND  HIM  EVERYWHERE. 
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veils  again  and,  carrying  a  banner  of 
their  Heavenly  Mother,  the  children 
proceeded  around  the  grounds  singing 
all  the  hymns  to  Our  Lady,  which  they 
had  learned  during  the  week.  On  en- 
tering the  Church,  the  banner  Avas 
placed  before  the  shrine  of  Our  Lady 
of  Perpetual  Help,  and  an  Act  of  Con- 
secration recired,  followed  by  a  special 
hymn — -"Sweet  Lady  of  Perpetual 
Help." 

The  prizes  for  the  best  project  books 
and  for  regular  attendance  were  then 
distributed,  after  which  all  joined 
heartily  in  the  singing  of  "Holv  God, 
We  Praise  Thy  Name." 

We  were  sorry  to  leave  these  chil- 
dren; they  were  so  well-behaved  and 
so  interested  that  it  was  a  joy  to  teach 
them.  Both  pastor  and  parents  are  to 
be  congratulated  on  such  a  number  of 
promising  boys  and  girls.  During  our 
two  weeks'  association  with  them,  we  came  to  the 
happy  conclusion  that  they  will  surely  develop 


"Our  Boys"  at  Vacation  School 

into  strong  soldiers  of  Christ,  the  pride  of  their 
parents  and  a  credit  to  Holv  Mother  Church. 

S.O.S. 


CAMP  MORTON  CHILDREN  ENJOY  PICNIC 


On  a  fine  day  in  June  our  Sisters  in  Camp 
Morton  gave  the  school  children  a  novel  treat  in 
the  shape  of  a  picnic  to  the  city  of  Winnipeg.  To 
most  of  us  a  picnic  means  a  few  restful  hours 
away  from  city  noises,  but  to  children  living  in 
the  country,  the  big  city  proves  attractive. 

Over  50  boys  and  girls  were  transported  in 
trucks  to  City  Park,  where  they  spent  a  lively, 
pleasant  day.  Sixteen  Winnipeg  Boy  Scouts 
helped  to  entertain  the  party. 

Our  Sisters  at  the  Winnipeg  Hostel  had  in- 
vited the  holiday-makers  to  have  supper  at  the 
hostel,  and  at  4.:i()  the  whole  crowd  (about  80  in 
all)  arrived  at  62  Hargrave  St.,  bringing  their 
appetites  along. 

Long  trestle  tables  were  set  on  the  verandahs 
and  other  tables  all  over  the  house,  including  the 
office,  but  eventually  everyone  was  comfortably 
accommodated. 

After  supper,  the  dining-room  was  cleared  and 
a  movie  shown — "Charlie  Chaplin  on  the  Kink." 
As  this  was  the  very  first  movie  many  of  these 
children  had  ever  seen,  it  was  a  great  and  thrill- 
ing experience.  At  six  o'clock,  they  left  for  Camp 
Morton,  carrying  pleasant  memories  of  their  day 
in  the  City. 

The  following  extracts  from  a  letter  to  the 
Hostel  Sisters  give  the  children's  view  of  the  City 
picnic : 


Dear  Sisters: 

We  all  thank  you  for  your  kindness  and  good 
time  you  gave  us.  We  also  wish  to  thank  the  girls 
that  were  waiting  on  the  table.  We  went  away  in  such 
a  hurry,  we  forgot  about  everything. 

This  morning,  wherever  I  look,  I  can  see  the 
animals,  the  hostel,  the  city,  the  Sisters  and  every- 
body and  everything.  The  moving  picture  was  just 
lovely,  especially  Charlie  Chaplin. 

We  enjoyed  the  trip  going  home.  Singing  all 
the  way.  Just  two  children  got  sick,  but  I  guess  every- 
body is  feeling  flue  to-day.  We  are  tired,  but  happy 
also.  We  all  enjoyed  the  trip  so  much.  We  made 
everybody  want  to  go  to  the  city  by  telling  them  what 
a  good  time  we  had.    May  God  bless  you!  Good-bye. 


TO  THEM  THAT  HAVE. 

"Mother,"  complained  little  Marjorie,  "you  al- 
ways give  Eleanor  the  biggest  slice  of  cake." 

"But  you  see,  dear,  she  is  the  biggest." 

"Yes,  and  she  always  will  be  if  you  keep  giving 
her  the  most  to  eat." 

+  .  + 

j  The  renewal  of  your  subscription  to  the  j 

[     FIELD  AT  HOME  j 

I  is  a  pledge  of  your  faithfulness  to  the  great  | 
I  cause  of  our  Catholic  Missions  in  Canada —  j 

HAVE  YOU  RENEWED  YOURS? 


A  LITTLE  THING  IS  A  LITTLE  THING;  BUT  TO  BE  FAITHFUL  IN  LITTLE  THINGS  IS  A  GREAT  THING. 
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CATECHETICS  IN  SASKATCHEWAN 


The  advent  of  summer  saw  the  staff  of  our 
catechetical  house  in  Regina  once  again  on  tour. 
Religion  classes  were  held  in  many  of  the  outlying 
villages  and  many  "little  ones  of  the  flock"  given 
a  chance  to  acquire  an  appreciation  of  their  price- 
less heritage — the  True  Faith. 

Four  Sisters  worked  in  the  vicinity  of  the  town 
of  Kenaston.  One  of  them,  who  taught  at  "Blue 
Hill,"  has  sent  us  the  following  interesting  notes: 

"I  had  to  travel  three  miles  every  morning  in 
a  "Bennett  Buggy"  to  reach  the  school-house. 
There  were  eight  of  us  in  the  buggy  and  it  took 
an  hour  1o  get  there. 

"Twenty-seven  children  of  all  ages  and  sizes 
arrived  at  the  appointed  hour  from  all  directions. 
Some  of  these  covered  a  distance  of  four  miles  in 
a  little  cart.  Four  of  them  walked  five  miles  with- 
out shoes  on  their  feet.  They  had  to  start  about 
six  in  the  morning  and  get  home  about  6.30  at 
night.    Yet  there  was  never  a  word  of  complaint! 

"We  had  class  from  9.30  to  noon.  Before 
dinner  we  said  the  "Angelus"  and  grace  before 
meals.  Then  the  dinner  pails  were  opened  up  and 
the  little  ones  ate  their  lunch.  After  lunch,  they 
went  back  to  school  until  3.4"),  when  the  Rosary 
was  said  in  common  (the  intention  being  for 
rain). 

"Father  came  on  Tuesday  morning  to  hear  the 
children's  confessions.  As  Mass  was  to  be  cele- 
brated, we  had  to  turn  the  school  into  a  church, 
using  the  desk  for  an  altar.  At  8.30,  the  congre- 
gation had  assembled,  coining  in  cars,  buggies  and 
wagons.  Some  of  these  children  had  never  heard 
Mass  before. 

"Before  Mass,  Father  spoke  to  the  people  and 
told  them  bow  pleased  he  was  to  see  so  many  of 
them  leave  their  work  to  come  to  Mass.   Most  of 


On  the  Way  to  Catechism  Class. 


them  live  fourteen  miles  from  the  nearest  church 
and  five  or  six  miles  from  the  school. 

"During  Mass,  the  children,  who  have  been 
attending  catechism  class,  sang  some  hymns.  All 
the  parents  were  so  pleased  to  know  their  chil- 
dren had  learned  to  sing  in  such  a  short  time. 

"After  Mass,  everyone  had  lunch  under  the 
trees,  and  then  Father  was  ready  to  hear  the  First 
Confessions.  I  talked  to  the  children  for  a  while 
and  was  surprised  to  find  how  well  they  under- 
stood what  they  were  about  to  do. 

"From  Tuesday  to  Sunday  was  a  long  time  to 
wait  for  their  First  Communion,  but  they  were 
very  careful  not  to  do  anything  they  shouldn't. 
One  little  fellow  said  to  his  mother:  'I  want  to 
keep  away  from  everyone  and  pray,  so  that  I 
won't  get  any  sins  on  my  soul  before  Sunday.' 

Sunday  morning — the  great  day — witnessed 
the  re-union  of  the  Sisters.  All  of  our  classes  were 
together  at  Kenaston  for  First  Communion  — 
about  -10  children  in  all." 

S.O.S. 


Brown  Minor  had  to  punctuate  a  passage.  It 
should  have  read  like  this:  "In  came  the  sol- 
dier, on  his  face  a  fiery  look,  on  his  feet  his  san- 
dals, on  his  back  his  armour,  shouting  aloud  his 
battle-cry." 

Brown's  effort,  however,  read:  "In  came  the 
soldier  on  his  face,  a  fiery  look  on  his  feet,  his 
sandals  on  his  back,  his  armour  shouting  aloud 
his  batfle-cry." 

+  + 

I  IMPORTANT.  j 

I 

Many  of  our  friends  are  under  the  im-  I 

j  pression  that  our  little  struggling  Institute  I 

j  has  come  into  a  fortune  through  the  will  of  I 

j  the  late  Mrs.  Small  and  has  therefore  no  I 

j  more  need  of  their  generous  support.   I  beg  1 

j  to  state  that  it  will  be  long  years  before  any  1 

j  money  from  that  estate  will  be  available,  1 

j  The  estate  is  now  contested  in  the  Courts.  J 

j  May  I,  therefore,  ask  our  friends  to  con-  i 

j  tinue  to  help  us.    I  can  assure  you  that  I 

j  our  poor  little  missions  need  your  kind  gen-  ! 

{  erosity.    They  depend  on  it  to  live  and  to  I 

j  pay  their  way.   You  surely  will  not  abandon  ! 

j  us  when  we  most  need  your  support. 

I  G.  DALY,  C.SS.R. 

!  ! 

4,,,, — ,„, — „„ — mi — .in — 111. — ... — m. — .... — ..I. — .... — m. — .... — .... — .... — .... — ».. — .... — „v 


TRIALS  ARE  MINES  OF  GOLD  TO  BE  WORKED  TO  ADVANTAGE. 
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A  NEW  VENTURE— S.O.S. 


TWO  of  our  Sisters 
had  a  novel  ex- 
perience during 
the  month  of  July,  in 
the  conducting  of  a 
C-atholic  Camp  for 
girls.  The  site  of  the 
C  a  m  p  w  a  s  Carillon, 
Que.,  on  the  Ottawa 
River.  Added  to  its 
natural  picturesque- 
ness,  this  little  hamlet 
has  the  historic  distinc- 
tion of  being  near  the 
Rapids  where  Dollard 
made  his  famous  stand 
against  the  Iroquois.  A 
monument  erected  in 
commemoration  of  this 
courageous  Frenchman 
and  his  seventeen  brave 
compatriots  stands  on  a 
plot  beside  the  Church. 
Naturally  the  girls  list- 
ened enthralled  to  this 
tale  of  heroism  hardly 
to  be  surpassed  in  the 
annals  of  history. 

The  Camp  was  inau- 
gurated by  the  C.W.L. 
Business  and  Profes- 
sional Women's  sub- 
division of  Ottawa,  the 
objective  being  to  give 
girls  with  few  advan- 
tages the  joys  of  vaca- 
tion under  Catholic  auspices. 

Twenty-eight  girls  were  selected  and  sent  to 
the  Camp  in  two  groups  of  fourteen — each  group 
remaining  at  Camp  for  two  weeks.  Most  of  these 
girls  would  have  had  no  holidays  at  all,  although 
some  may  have  gone  to  the  "Y"  Camp,  where 
they  would  have  had  no  facilities  for  attending  to 
their  religious  duties. 

As  will  be  seen  from  the  accompanying  illus- 
trations, the  girls  enjoyed  their  holiday  thoi*- 
CHRIST'S  CHURCH  IS  CALLED  "C 


oughly.  The  daily  routine  was  very  similar  to 
that  followed  at  other  well-established  camps, 
each  camper  being  allotted  a  certain  daily  duly 
and  responsibility.  Swimming,  rowing.  Inking, 
camp  files,  with  song  programmes,  made  the  days 
pass  all  too  quickly  for  most  of  the  youngsters. 

A  certain  period  of  each  day  was  devoted  to 
religious  instruction.    This,  of  course,  was  made 
as  interesting  as  possible  by  the  use  of  charts, 
hymns,  songs  and  stories.    Morning  and  Evening 
ATHOLIC"  BECAUSE  IT  IS  FOR  ALL. 
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harge  of  Catholic  Girls'  Camp 


The  children  were 
taught  to  wait  on  table 
and  lessons  in  first-aid 
and  hygiene  were  prac- 
tically demonstrated 
nightly,  when  the  Sis- 
ters conducted  a  camp 
clinic  to  attend  to  all 
bruises,  scratches,  bites, 
burns  and  cuts  acquir- 
ed during  the  day. 

The  work  this  sum- 
mer was  a  small  begin- 
ning, a  n  d  experience 
has  shown  the  necessity 
for  improvement  in  cer- 
tain conditions,  but  the 
providing  of  suitable 
summer  recreation  for 
our  Catholic  under- 
privileged  children  is 
surely  a  work  well 
worth  encouraging,  and 
it  is  to  be  hoped  that 
next  year  the  under- 
taking may  continue  on 
a  more  extensive  basis 
and  that  a  larger  num- 
ber of  children  may 
reap  the  benefit  of 
spending  a  few  weeks 
in  a  healthy,  sunshiny 
atmosphere  of  enjoy- 
ment. 

S.O.S. 


Prayers  were  said  in  common  and  the  close 
proximity  of  the  village  church  made  it  possible 
for  the  children  to  assist  at  Mass  frequently. 
Many  of  them  received  Communion  daily. 

The  fresh  country  air  and  health-giving  sun- 
shine was  a  boon  to  these  city-bred  children,  and 
they  certainly  showed  results  in  sun-tanned  faces 
and  an  all-round  increase  in  weight,  What  a  joy 
to  see  the  colour  creeping  into  pale  faces  and 
rounded  curves  replacing  unlovely  hollows! 

HELP  US  TO  BRING  JESUS  TO 


ONE  GOOD  ACTION. 

You  know  how  the  Boy  Scouts  and  others  try  to 
do  one  good  action  every  day.  Have  you  ever  thought 
of  doing  just  one  good  action?  If  so,  I  think  you  will 
find  that  it  cannot  be  done,  at  least,  not  easily.  One 
good  action  seems  to  draw  to  itself  several  good  actions. 
It  puts  us  in  the  right  mood,  that  is,  if  we  do  our  good 
action  as  early  in  the  day  as  possible.  The  very  dis- 
position that  goes  with  trying  to  do  one  good  deed 
sends  a  warmth  through  our  heart  so  that  we  cannot 
help  doing  a  great  deal  more  than  we  expect  to  do. 

SOULS  AND  SOULS  TO  JESUS. 


THE  FIELD  AT  HOME 


THE  RETURN  TO  THE  CARIBOO 


For  over  three  months,  two  of  our  Sisters  have 
been  following-  the  Cariboo  Trail,  continuing  the 
work  of  religious  instruction  begun  two  years  ago 
in  those  all-but-inaccessible  mountain  fastnesses. 
They  returned  from  their  missionary  journey  full 
of  enthusiasm,  and  gratitude  to  God  for  the  work 
accomplished  among  these  isolated  children  of  the 
Church.  Their  one  regret  is  that  Sisters  cannot 
remain  there  permanently,  as  so  much  good  could 
be  effected,  both  among  the  children  and  the 
grown-ups  by  the  constant  influence  and  assist- 
ance of  the  Sisters. 

The  settlements  are  so  scattered  and  travelling 
so  difficult  that  even  with  three  months  at  their 
disposal,  it  was  possible  for  the  Sisters  to  spend 
only  a  week  in  each  place.  From  letters  received, 
we  have  ben  able  to  gather  the  following  interest  - 
ing  tid-bits: 

Gravel  River. 

As  on  our  former  visit  to  Gravel  River,  we 
have  to  camp  on  the  west  side  and  go  across  every 
day  on  the  ferry.  The  people  have  provided  a 
tent  for  us  to  live  in  and  we  sleep  in  the  car.  We 
have  everything  we  need — with  plenty  of  scorch- 
ing heat  and  ravenous  mosquitoes  as  extras! 

The  recent  floods  have  left  the  Quesnel  River, 
which  flows  beside  us,  greatly  .swollen.  Ten  feet 
were  taken  off  its  banks  and  this  has  opened  up 
a  new  area  for  placer  mining  this  summer  and 
fall  when  the  waters  go  down.  That  will  provide 
a  living  for  many.  A  tree,  about  150  feet  high, 
crashed  into  the  water  one  night.  Friday  morn- 
ing, I  went  to  get  a  pail  of  water  from  the  river. 
There  was  a  piece  of  rope  on  the  handle  of  the 
pail.  I  threw  the  pail  in  and  the  force  of  the 
water  was  so  great,  the  rope  broke  and  we  said 
good-bye  to  our  pail. 


On  the  Banks  of  the  Quesnel  River 


We  are  instructing  eight  in  one  family — the 
nicest  family  for  getting  along  together  I  have 
ever  seen.  We  never  heard  a  cross  word  the  whole 
time  we  were  there.  The  mother  and  father  are 
very  good  and  are  bringing  them  up  well.  Every 
morning  at  ten,  we  cross  on  the  ferry  and  teach 
until  noon.  Then  Mrs.  C,  the  mother  of  the 
family,  gives  us  our  dinner,  after  which  we  teach 
again  until  2.15.  Then  we  cross  the  river  again 
to  our  tent,  get  in  devotions  and  have  supper. 
Then  Ave  go  over  once  more — as  one  of  the  boys 
has  to  work  all  day  and  can  only  receive  instrue- 
tion  in  the  evening.  Two  years  ago,  we  prepared 
this  family  for  First  Communion;  now  we  are 
getting  them  ready  for  Confirmation. 

These  children  have  never  attended  a  regular 
school.  A  girl  who  lived  near  here  taught  them 
all  thej-  know,  but  she  is  working  now  and  cannot 
continue.   She  is  not  a  Catholic. 

150  Mile  House. 

Here  we  have  collected  the  children  from  three 
ranches  and  are  teaching  them  at  one  of  the 
homes.  It  took  some  planning  and  organizing 
before  we  could  get  all  the  children  worked  into 
the  scheme,  but  we  have  at  last  reached  our  ob- 
jective and  have  them  all  present. 

We  feel  very  much  at  home  here  in  the  Cariboo 
and  the  hospitality  couldn't  be  surpassed.  We 
have  boys  and  girls  in  our  class  16  and  17  years 
old — some  High  School  pupils.  They  are  a  very 
live  class  and  learn  through  questioning  and  dis- 
cussion. They  have  the  makings  of  enthusiastic 
Catholics  and  readily  grasp  the  ideas  in  stories  we 
tell  of  living  examples  of  the  reward  that  comes 
to  those  that  keep  the*Faith.  They  are  "good  soil" 
and  will  live  constructive  lives. 


Bradley  Creek. 

Bradley  Creek  is  a  very  secluded 
place,  with  mountains  so  close  in  all 
around  that  one  can  see  only  a  few 
rods  away  to  the  mountain  heights 
on  any  side.  But  people  have  found 
a  flat  area  here  and  there  which 
could  be  used  for  hay  or  farm  pro- 
ducts on  a  small  scale.  It  is  remark- 
able how  every  little  flat  space 
among  the  heights  seems  to  have 
been  sought  out  already  and  used 
for  eking  out  a  living  for  human 
beings. 

There  is  a  small  log  school  by  the 
side  of  the  road  with  a  mountain 
wall  rising  sheer  behind  it.  Across 
the  creek,  an  unpretentious  log  cabin 
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accommodates  the  young  teacher.  This  is  his  first 
school,  after  being  unemployed  for  a  couple  of 
years.  We  admired  his  devotedness — up  at  5  a.m. 
and  over  at  the  school  preparing  his  work  before 
breakfast. 

The  children  are  not  advanced  in  religious  in- 
struction Most  of  the  Catholic  mothers  do  not 
know  English  well  enough  to  help  their  children 
with  prayers  in  English,  so  our  week  here  was 
very  necessary. 

We  are  living  in  the  car.  We  cleared  away 
brush  and  stumps  from  a  little  area  by  the 
vide  of  the  trail  and  backed  in,  then  built  a  barri- 
cade of  dead  trees  for  privacy  and  to  keep  away 
the  inquisitive  range  cattle.  A  little  mongrel  dog 
became  our  guardian  and  came  when  we  whistled 
for  her  to  chase  the  cattle  up  the  mountain 
heights.  It  rained  day  and  night,  yet  neither  of 
us  developed  a  cold  or  anything  else  uncomfort- 
able. 

Father  M.'s  visit  is  something  of  a  great  event 
to  all — non-Catholics  included.  Being  a  man  not 
interested  in  honours,  or  wealth,  or  fame,  but  in 
souls,  it  matters  not  under  what  conditions  he 
finds  them.  He  is  theirs  while  he  is  with  them 
and  they  seem  to  be  drawn  to  him  as  to  a  magnet. 

The  calling  on  the  people,  listening  to  their 
accounts  of  trials  and  difficulties,  and  helping 
them  where  possible  with  what  information  or 
friendly  advice  we  can  give,  seems  almost  as  im- 
portant and  effective  as  the.  teaching  of  the  chil- 
dren. 

The  week  here  has  been  strenuous,  but  there  is 
an  everlasting  satisfaction  in  knowing  that  we  are 
doing  the  work  for  which  we  are  specially  called 
— the  work  of  modern  missionary  sisters  in  a  field 
where  there  is  no  overlapping  possible.  For  seven 
years  the  Catholic  families  here  never  saw  a  priest. 
Then  Father  M.  pushed  his  way  in  to  them  and 
he  was  quick  to  realize  that  our  Sisters  are  the 
ones  adapted  to  supplement  his  missionary  work. 

Meldrum  Creek. 

At  Meldrum  Creek  we  are  camping  on  a  hill 
under  a  big  balsam  tree — with  a  piece  of  canvas 
to  cover  our  luggage,  which  is  piled  on  the 
ground.  We  can  build  all  the  fires  we  need  from 
the  logs  around.  We  let  them  blaze  up  and  then 
do  our  cooking  on  the  coals.  The  weather  is  per- 
fect, for  which  we  are  indeed  thankful 

The  family  we  are  teaching  is  Indian,  although 
the  grandfather  is  a  Scotchman.  We  teach  in  the 
afternoon  and  after  supper,  as  the  children  are  at 
school  in  the  forenoon.  After  the  evening  lesson, 
everyone  sits  around  the  fire  and  sings  hymns.  The 
children  learn  very  quickly  and  have  promised  to 
study  hard  until  His  Excellency  arrives  for  Con- 
firmation. 

Springhouse. 

After  finishing  at  Meldrum  Creek,  we  came  on 
to  this  place — a  distance  of  thirty-five  miles.  We 


Camping  in  the  Cariboo 


are  staying  with  Mrs.  Isnardy — the  place  where 
we  had  the  little  milk  house  two  years  ago. 

Mrs.  Isnardy  has  fixed  up  a  lovely  camp  for  us 
on  the  hill — a  nice  spacious  tent  with  a  table  and 
a  shelf  in  it.  and  outside  is  a  stove  with  boards 
over  il  in  case  of  rain.  It  is  the  best  camp  we 
have  had  as  yet  ;  they  certainly  worked  hard  to 
make  things  nice  for  us. 

I  have  sixteen  children  in  my  class  and  Sister 
teaches  in  another  school  about  five  miles  away. 

There  was  Confirmation  here  yesterday.  His 
Excellency  was  very  pleased  with  everything. 
Twenty-three  were  confirmed.  We  also  celebrated 
the  dedication  of  the  new  church  to  St.  Joseph. 
The  altar  looked  lovely  with  tiger  lilies,  wild 
asters  and  white  mignonette. 

Big  Bar. 

We  had  our  big  day  at  Big  Bar — July  12th — 
and  I  don't  think  any  one  even  thought  of  William 
of  Orange.  It  was  Confirmation  Day,  and  there 
was  also  a  meeting  of  the  people  to  decide  about 
their  new  Church,  which  is  soon  to  be  built.  It 
ought  to  make  a  big  difference  to  these  shut-in 
people  living  in  this  deep,  narrow  valley,  where 
no  missionary  ever  comes  except  Father  M.  Some 
non-Catholics  attended  the  meeting  also,  and  were 
just,  as  interested  in  the  building  of  the  Church  as 
the  Catholics. 

There  was  a  picnic  party  after  Mass  and  every- 
one entered  into  the  spirit  of  it.  The  men  built 
a  fire  and  made  plenty  of  coffee.  The  boards  from 
the  side  of  a  truck  that  had  brought  some  of  the 
people  made  a  suitable  table,  and  benches  from 
the  hall  were  used  for  seats.  There  was  an  abund- 
ance of  fresh  salmon  from  the  Fraser  River  and 
the  gardens  beside  the  river  provided  a  supply 
of  big  cucumbers,  mulberries,  etc. 

A  couple  of  Belgian  placer-miners  came  ten 
miles  to  Mass  and  we  made  sure  they  had  plenty 
of  lunch  at  the  picnic.  The  community  seldom 
has  such  a  gathering.   They  tell  us  we  are  the  only 
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Recreation  Hour  in  the  Cariboo 


Church  workers  who  have  come  into  the  district. 
It  is  a  field  that  can  be  held  almost  100  per  cent, 
for  the  Catholic  Church  if  the  work  can  only  be 
kept  up. 


After  visiting  one  or  two  other  small  settle- 
ments, our  Sisters  returned  to  Vancouver.  We 
have  not  the  space  to  mention  all  the  places  in 
which  they  taught,  but  some  idea  of  the  work 
accomplished  may  be  gained  from  the  fact  that 
almost  three  hundred  children  and  adults  were 
prepared  for  Confirmation. 

S.O.S. 


LETTER  OF  APPRECIATION. 

My  Dear  Sisters: 

Before  the  toll  gates  of  Clinton  clang  behind  you 
and  you  turn  your  backs  once  more  to  the  Cariboo,  I 
wish  to  express  my  appreciation  for  the  very  wonder- 
ful service  you  have  rendered  us  during  the  past  three 
months. 

Only  God  Himself  can  adequately  appraise  the 
work  you  have  performed  for  His  Glory  and  the  salva- 
tion of  souls,  so  we  can  leave  that  to  Him  and  depend 
upon  His  generosity  in  looking  for  the  reward  to 
come. 

On  the  other  hand,  I  can  appreciate  to  some  extent 
your  zealous  efforts  in  behalf  of  the  Cariboo  people 
and  myself  and  wish  you  to  know  that  we  are  truly 
grateful  for  all  you  have  done. 

The  circumstances  must  have  been  most  trying  at 
times,  but  you  never  once  showed  any  signs  of  weak- 
ness, discouragement  or  gloom.  It  was  a  severe  test 
over  a  prolonged  period,  for  the  Cariboo  shows  no 
quarter  to  those  who  come  to  labor  within  his  boun- 
daries; but  you  have  won  his  heart  and  you  go  away 
with  a  great  load  of  love  and  the  hearts  of  the  poor 
little  children  who  can  never  forget  the  Sisters  of 
Service.    God  bless  them! 

Say  a  prayer  for  us  daily  and  be  assured  that  we 
do  not  intend  to  forget  our  best  friends. 

Sincerely  and  gratefully  in  Xto., 

A.  L.  Mclntyre,  Cariboo  Missionary. 

TO  DO  BEST  THAT  WHICH  YOU  I 


"Tall  Oaks  from  Little  Acorns  Grow" 

WHEN  one  sees  the  tall  oak  raise  his 
majestic  head  and  spread  his  vigorous 
limbs  which  have  braved  the  sleeping 
winds  of  many  years,  little  would  he  believe  that 
this  lord  of  the  forest  was  born  of  a  little  acorn. 
How  silent,  obscure,  and  powerful  are  the  forces 
of  Nature ! 

Likewise  in  the  Church  of  God,  the  great 
works  of  her  religious  institutions  take  rise  from 
the  little  sacrifices  of  the  Catholic  people,  as  the 
oak  from  the  acorn.  Has  it  not  been  said  that  the 
beautiful  New  York  Cathedral  was  built  with  the 
pennies  of  the  Irish  servant  girls? 

Our  S.O.S.  Dime  Saver  gives  you  the  oppor- 
tunity to  gather  those  little  acorns  from  which 
our  humble  missionary  Institute  will  grow  into  a 
mighty  oak  and  spread  its  protective  branches 
from  the  Atlantic  to  the  Pacific.  Under  its  foli- 
age souls  will  come  to  rest,  find  shelter,  and  wing 
their  way  "home"  to  God  their  loving  Father. 

By  collecting  those  spare  dimes  for  our  mis- 
sionary work,  you  will  share  in  the  "sacrifice"  of 
the  apostle  and  share  in  his  "reward."  In  giving, 
then,  never  forget  that  "Tall  Oaks  From  Little 
Acorns  Grow." 


Write  to  us  for  a  Dime-Saver.  This  is  an  easy 
and  efficient  way  to  plant  "an  acorn"  from  which 
a  tall  oak  will  grow. 


DOES  THIS  APPLY  TO  YOU? 

Perhaps  there  are  some  of  our  readers  of  the 
"Field  at  Home"  who  did  not  receive  Mr.  Mitey 
Mitebox,  and  who  would  like  to  have  him  in  their 
homes.  If  so.  just  fill  in  the  form  on  this  page, 
and  send  it  in' to  S.O.S.,  2  Wellesley  Place,  To- 
ronto, Out.  Mr.  Mitey  Mitebox  will  arrive  on  the 
next  train ! 

Please  send  Mr.  Mitey  Mitebox  to  my 
home.  I  want  to  help  win  souls  for  Christ 
the  King. 

Name  

Address  

LEAST  IS  THE  ROAD  TO  SUCCESS. 
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Maternal  and  Infant  Care  in  Missionary  Lands 


"tt  has  always  been  the  practice 
j  of  this  Sacred  Congregation  to 
have  the  methods  of  the  apos- 
tolate  conform  to  the  varying  needs 
of  time  and  place.  Several  mission- 
ary Ordinaries  have  brought  to  the 
attention  of  the  Holy  See  the  neces- 
sity of  making  more  appropriate 
provision  for  the  health  of  mothers 
and  infants.  In  some  regions  of 
Africa,  tribes  are  decreasing  day  by 
day,  and  they  are  destined  to  dis- 
appear if  provision  is  not  made  for 
better  assistance  to  mothers  and 
infants.  It  is  well  known  that  in 
other  lands  the  infant  mortality  is 
appalling,  owing  to  the  absence  of 
hygiene. 

The  Governments  of  those  coun- 
tries are  taking  an  interest  in  this 
problem,  which  is  iikewise  receiv- 
ing great  interest  from  non-Catho- 
lic sects.  Some  Governments  de- 
mand that  nurses  obtain  a  special 
diploma  before  permitting  them  to 
engage  in  this  work  in  Hospitals. 

Various  private  undertakings 
have  already  been  started  for  the 
care  of  Mothers  and  Infants  in  mis- 
sionary lands;  these  efforts  must  be 
regulated  and  co-ordinated. 

This  Sacred  Congregation  has 
studied  the  question  at  length,  and, 
after  obtaining  certain  necessary 
faculties  from  the  Holy  Father,  act- 
ing in  accord  with  the  Sacred  Con- 
gregation for  Religious,  believes  it 
opportune  to  issue  the  following 
rules  and  instructions: 

(1)  This  Sacred  Congregation 
would  like  to  see  new  Religious  In- 
stitutes for  women  founded  who 
will  dedicate  themselves  principally 
to  health  work,  making  due  pro- 
vision for  necessary  safeguards. 
These  Institutes  must  be  founded 
and  developed  ad  normas  juris  com- 
munis. 


(2)  This  Sacred  Congregation 
would  likewise  be  pleased  to  see  the 
already  existing  Religious  Congre- 
gations of  women  start  special 
branches  for  the  work  mentioned 
above.  If  necessary,  special  articles 
may  be  appended  to  the  Constitu- 
tions of  Religious  Institutes  subject 
to  this  Sacred  Congregation. 

These  new  missionary  activities 
are  subject  to  the  following  regula- 
tions: 

(a)  It  does  not  necessarily  mean 
that  all  the  Religious  must  them- 
selves exercise  all  the  various 
branches  of  hygienic  assistance. 
They  may  employ  native  lay  nurses, 
who  have  obtained  the  required 
certificates,  and  who  will  join  in  the 
life  and  spirit  of  the  Religious  In- 
stitute. 

(b)  No  Sister  may  be  obliged  by 
her  Superiors  to  assist  at  obstetrical 
cases.  Only  those  Sisters  should  be 
allowed  to  engage  in  this  form  of 
missionary  work  who  freely  accept 
it. 

(c)  These  new  duties  demand  a 
proper  technical  and  spiritual  pre- 
paration. The  Sisters  should  obtain 
certificates  as  doctors  or  nurses. 
Above  all,  they  should  be  safe- 
guarded by  special  spiritual  pro- 
tections, which  will  be  determined 
by  the  Superiors.  The  Religious 
must  see  a  noble  expression  of 
Christian  charity  in  this  delicate 
service,  a  charitable  work  destined 
to  ease  bodily  misery  and  to  open 
the  way  for  the  grace  of  the  Re- 
demption. It  is  well  to  remember 
the  saying  of  St.  Francis  de  Sales, 
that  charity  safeguards  chastity. 

(d)  The  Sisters  should  attend 
Catholic  universities  and  hospitals 
to  obtain  the  required  certificates; 


or,  if  this  should  be  impossible, 
they  ought  to  acquire  their  training 
in  medical  schools  under  Catholic 
teachers.  In  case  they  should  not 
find  it  possible  to  be  trained  in 
Catholic  universities  or  Catholic 
hospitals,  the  Sisters  may  obtain 
special  permission  from  this  Sacred 
Congregation  to  take  their  courses 
in  hospitals  under  lay  management. 
The  candidates  shall  attend  such 
institutions  in  groups  of  at  least 
two.  They  shall  live  in  religious 
houses,  where  they  will  have  the 
benefit  of  every  spiritual  comfort 
and  protection  daily. 

(e)  In  new  Institutes  dedicated 
principally  to  the  assistance  of 
mothers  and  infants,  the  aspirants 
shall  attend  the  university  courses 
before  taking  their  perpetual  vows. 
In  other  Institutes  already  existing, 
this  principle  should  be  kept  in 
mind  and  it  should  be  adhered  to 
in  so  far  as  the  Constitutions  allow. 

The  exercise  of  medical  assist- 
ance and  surgery  by  missionaries  is 
to  be  regulated  by  Canon  139  and 
by  the  indults  which  this  Sacred 
Congregation  usually  grants  (Sac- 
red Congregation  of  the  Propa- 
ganda, February  11,  1936). 

Do  not  these  instructions  of  the 
Congregation  of  the  Propaganda 
strengthen  the  ideal  and  purpose  of 
the  Institute  of  the  Sisters  of  Ser- 
vice? "To  have  the  methods  of  apos. 
folate  conform  to  varying  needs  of 
time  and  place"  is  precisely  what 
brought  our  Institute  into  existence. 
This  approval  of  the  Holy  See  of 
new  communities  founded  to  meet 
the  need  of  the  times  is  the  best 
answer  we  could  give  to  those  who 
were  inclined  at  first  to  criticize  and 
doubt  our  new  apostolic  venture. 

G.  Daly,  C.Ss.R. 


THE  CLOAK  OF  HUMILITY  IS  FOR  YOURSELF;  THE  MANTLE  OF  CHARITY  FOR  YOUR  NEIGHROUR. 
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VOCATIONS 


CAPTURED ! 


"Fear  wist  not  to  evade 
As  love  wist  to  pursue." 

WHAT  a  chase!  How  long  she  had  been 
fleeing- — fleeing  down  the  years  from  the 
Divine  Lover.  Ever  since  the  first  awak- 
ing to  the  awesome  nearness  of  His  Love,  fear  had 
given  wings  to  her  soul.  Fear  of  what?  Pear 
that  if  she  gave  herself  to  this 
tremendous  Lover,  He  would 
surely  exact  all  and  leave  for 
herself — nothing.  So  she  took 
refuge  in  flight  —  striving  to 
hide  herself — to  escape  from  a 
Love  so  all-embracing. 

But  Love  —  Divine  Love  — 
will  not  be  denied.  It  followed 
wherever  she  fled  —  sometimes 
slowly,  sometimes  swiftly,  but 
always  surely.  For  a  while, 
perhaps,  she  would  fancy  she 
had  effected  escape,  hidden  be- 
neath a  mound  of  human  cares 
and  affections.  But  not  for 
long.  Inevitably  He  would  seek 
her  out,  gaze  at  her  with  love- 
filled  eyes,  and  whisper:  "You 
are  mine.   1  want  you.  Come  !" 

And  now,  kneeling  in  the 
little  convent  chapel  on  this 
lovely  Feast  Day,  she  knows 
that  at  last  the  useless  flight  is 
ended.  She  is  captured — never 
more  to  escape.  And  the  queer 
part  of  it  is  she  has  no  wish  to 
escape.  At  the  moment  she  had 
surrendered  to  His  Love, 
trembling,  still  fearing 


"That  having  Him,  she  might  have  naught  beside," 

the  miracle  had  been  wrought.  The  realization 
had  come  that  having  Him,  she  had  no  need  of 
aught  beside. 

The  Divine  Lover,  confident  now  of  her  heart's 
whole  affection,  holds  out  to  her  the  triple  chain 
that  will  bind  her  forever  to 
His  Side — the  Vows  of  Poverty, 
Chastity  and  Obedience !  With 
heart  aflame  and  soul  enrap- 
tured, she  lifts  her  hands  and 
heart,  to  receive  the  sweet 
bonds  of  a  love  that  will  hold 
her  captive  for  all  time  and 
throughout  eternity. 

'  'What  Slavery  !"  say  world- 
lings looking  on  at  this  binding 
of  the  soul  that  has  been  cap- 
tured by  Love.  But  Love  lovefi 
to  be  bound  to  the  one  loved ; 
each  bond  is  a  token,  not  of 
slavery,  but  of  union,  and  the 
h  a  p  p  y  captive  pities  their 
blindness,  knowing  that  in  sur- 
rendering to  the  Love  and  to 
the  Will  of  her  Heavenly 
Spouse,  she  is  binding  herself 
to  Happiness  Eternal. 

S.O.S. 


Veni.  Spoil ^ii  Men. 


A  heart  given  to  God  loses  noth- 
ing of  its  natural  affection:  on  the 
contrary  that  affection  grows  strong- 
er by  becoming  purer  and  more  spir- 
itual.—St.  Therese  of  the  Child 
Jesus. 


ONE  TRUTH  A  MAN  LIVES  IS  WORTH  A  THOUSAND  HE  I  TIERS. 
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CHILDREN'S  PAGES 


M  Dear  Young  People: 

.    m     B  Your 

is  over  and  most 

^jfl      A  °f    y°u    are  back 

M  school  again,  buckling 

W  down   to    the  regular 

^HT^  routine  of  study.  Those 

w  hn         nut  returning 
\  to  the  scdiool-room  are 

\  probably   starting  out 

H  \         on  some  definite  work. 

«  All  young  people  are 

V  ambitious;  wo  wouldn't 

^^k^  think  much  of  a  boy  or 

girl  who  wasn't.  But 
Attention,  Young  People!  jn  tne  ambition  to  ac- 
complish great  things 
a  true  Young  Missionary  will  take  our  great  Cap- 
tain as  chief  confidant.  Xo  matter  what  your 
interests  or  occupations  may  be,  make  sure 
that  everything  is  done  under  His  guidance  and 
for  His  glory;  otherwise  your  activities  will  be- 
come selfish,  your  aims  low  and  earthbound,  never 
rising  above  the  smoky  atmosphere  of  worldly 
standards. 

Even  though  you  have  determined  that  all 
your  striving  shall  be  for  God — and  God  alone, 
do  not  make  the  mistake  of  neglecting  little 
things — the  trifles,  the  mighty  mites  that  are  so 
often  disregarded. 

Remember  this!  If  we  cannot  hang  our  hat 
or  coat  in  its  proper  place,  if  we  cannot  close  a 
door  softly  or  do  little  hidden  things  for  the  love 
of  God,  surely  we  cannot  expect  the  grace  to 
teach  or  preach  for  His  glory !  True,  Ave  may 
teach  and  preach,  or  do  other  great  work;  Ave 
may  even  receive  much  commendation  from  men, 
who  see  only  the  shining  of  the  outward  varnish 
on  our  feverish  activity.  Of  one  thing  we  may 
be  sure.  If  we  are  consistently  refusing  to  do 
the  little  acts  of  self-denial  our  dear  Lord  asks 
of  us  daily,  then  our  big,  imposing-looking  Avorks 
are  being  done,  not  so  much  for  the  glory  of  God 
as  for  our  own  glorification. 

When  Jesus  Avas  on  earth  He  shoAA'ed'  clearly 
the  A'alue  He  sets  on  trifles — that  is,  if  they  are 
love-trifles.  The  AvidoAv's  mite  was  greater  in  His 
eyes  than  the  pride-SAvollen  offerings  of  the  rich. 
Even  so,  a  nickel  dropped  in  the  hungry  mouth 
of  Mr.  Mitey  Mite-box,  if  it  is  the  gift  of  a  heart 
full  of  love  and  the  spirit  of  sacrifice,  is  more 
acceptable  to  God  than  a  large  donation  made 
with  an  eye  to  publicity  and  the  praise  of  men. 

If  Ave  can  give  much  love  and  much  money, 
so  much  the  better,  but  Ave  must  never  forget  that 


God  looks  at  the  heart  before  the  amount  and 
the  value  of  our  offerings  in  His  sight,  is  in  direct 
proportion  to  the  loving  sacrifice  that  inspires 
them. 

So  let  us  resolve  to  take  care  of  the  little 
things!  Then  the  great  works  will  look  after 
themselves  or,  rather,  God  will  look  after  them. 

The  Captain,  Y.M.C.K. 


SPIRITUALIZING  GUM. 

"Father,  the  older  boys  and  girls  are  cheAving 
gum  during  Mass.  They  should  knoAv  better. 
Besides,  it  gives  such  bad  example  to  the  younger 
ones.  Sister  and  I  are  doing  our  best  to  encour- 
age reverent  behaviour  in  Church,  but  Avhat  re- 
sults we  can  expect  with  such  constant  irrever- 
ence always  before  their  eyes?" 

There  was  an  unwonted  tinge  of  annoyance 
in  Sister  Margaret's  voice,  usually  so  calm  and 
kindly.  Father  X.  sighed.  Undoubtedly,  it  Avas 
very  trying  to  haA'e  one's  careful  precepts  set  at 
nought  by  the  bad  example  of  those  who  should 
be  a  help  instead  of  a  hindrance. 

"Sister,"  he  said,  after  a  few  moments  of  re- 
flection, "I  understand  how  you  feel  and  prob- 
ably it  is  my  place  to  take  the  matter  in  hand. 
However,  I  Avas  just  thinking  that  if  you  would 
speak  to  them — " 

"I,  Father—" 

"Yes.  I  really  believe  that  a  feAv  Avords  from 
you  would  have  more  effect  than  anything  I  could 
say.    They  are  accustomed  to  my  preaching.'" 

"But,  Father,  I  couldn't  go  up  to  those  big 
boys  and  girls  and  tell  them  they  are  not  to  cheAv 
gum  during  Mass." 

"Oh,  no.  Sister,  of  course  not.  I  Avouldn't 
expect  you  to  do  it  in  that  Avay.  It  Avouldn't  have 
any  effect.  Try  to  make  your  admonition  as 
spiritual  as  possible.  You  have  them  all  together 
for  choir  practice  to-morrow,  don't  you?  Do  it 
then." 

Sister  walked  sloAvly  over  to  the  schoolroom, 
Avhere  her  companion  Avas  arranging  floAvers  the 
children  had  brought  for  Our  Lady's  shrine. 

"Well,  Sister,  Avhat  do  you  think?  I  haAre 
to  spiritualize  cheAving  gum.  Do  you  knoAv  of 
any  infallible  recipe  for  the  process?" 

Both  Sisters  laughed.  Then  Sister  Margaret's 
face  grew  serious.  "It's  no  joke,  Sister.  I  spoke 
to  Father  about  the  gum-chewing  and  he  actually 
wants  me  to  speak  about  it  to-morrow.  What 
is  more,  he  wants  my  talk  to  be  spiritual." 

"That  shouldn't  be  so  difficult.   Sure,  you're 


HE   WHO  GIVKS  ALMS    I'KAYS   WITHOUT  WORDS, 
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always  preaching  sermons  to  those  seventh  and 
eighth  graders  of  yours." 

"Not  on  gum,  though.  The  only  thing  is  to 
pray  for  a  special  inspiration,  something  that 
will  make  a  lasting  impression." 

"I'll  pray  with  you.  I'm  afraid  it's  the  only 
way  I  can  help." 

"It's  the  best  way,"  whispered  Sister  Mar- 
garet, as  they  walked  across  the  path  to  the  little 
church. 

#    #    #    #  # 

At  choir  practice  next  day  Sister  Margaret 
stood  silently  for  a  few  moments  before  the  group 
of  singers.  Then,  laying  aside  the  music  book, 
she  said : 

"To-day,  boys  and  girls,  I  am  going  to  say 
something  that  I  want  you  to  remember  for  the 
rest  of  your  lives." 

Heads  lifted,  eyes  opened — there  was  a  gen- 
eral movement  of  interest.  What  in  Hie  world 
was  coming?    Sister  continued: 

"I  want  to  take  you  back  two  thousand  years 
to  a  hill  outside  the  walls  of  Jerusalem.  On 
that  hill  is  a  Cross  and  on  that  Cross  hangs  our 
dear  Lord — His  hands  pierced  with  nails,  His 
head  crowned  with  thorns,  His  body  torn  and 
bleeding  from  the  cruel  scourging  received  a  few 
hours  before.  He  is  offering  Himself  as  a  Sacri- 
fice for  us  and  for  the  whole  world. 

"Beneath  that  Cross  stand  our  Blessed  Mother 
and  St.  John,  giving  to  the  Divine  Victim  all  the 
love  and  sympathy  of  their  hearts,  offering  them- 
selves with  Him  to  the  Eternal  Father. 

"A  few  feet  distant  there  is  another  group — 
a  company  of  Roman  soldiers.  They  are  laugh- 
ing, playing  dice,  perhaps  chewing  gum,  or  what- 
ever it  was  the  fashion  to  chew  in  those  days. 
They  have  no  eyes  for  the  dying  Christ — He  is 
nothing  to  them. 

"We  know,  for  our  Holy  Faith  teaches  us. 
that  when  we  assist  at  Mass  we  are  present  at 
Calvary.  The  same  Lord  is  offering  Himself  for 
our  salvation  and  the  salvation  of  the  world. 
Now,  I  want  you  to  make  a  resolution  this  morn- 
ing that  whenever  you  are  about  to  hear  Mass, 
you  will  ask  yourselves  this  question :  'To  which 
group  am  I  going  to  join  myself?  Shall  I  take 
my  stand  beneath  the  Cross  with  the  Blessed 
Mother  and  St.  John,  giving  to  Jesus  all  my  love 
and  attention,  or  am  I  going  to  join  the  Roman 
soldiers  in  their  laughing,  talking  and  gum- 
chewing?'  " 

Silence!  A  silence  freighted  with  thought  and 
prayer.  Then  Sister's  voice  again:  "And  now 
we'll  practise  our  hymns  for  the  Procession." 


MR.  MITEY  MITEBOX. 

MR.  MITEY  MITEBOX  has  gone  to  visit  our 
V.M.C.K.'s,  and  we  are  wondering  how  he  is 
getting  on. 

Did  he  arrive  safely  ! 

And  were  you  glad  to  see  him,  or  did  you  turn 
up  your  nose  at  him  and  say  "What  do  I  want 
to  be  bothered  with  an  old  Mite  Box  for?"  Poor 
Mr.  Mitey  Mitebox!  If  you  don't  want  him,  just 
pack  him  up  and  send  him  home  again,  as  he  is 
very  sensitive,  and  would  simply  hate  to  stay  with 
a  Y.M.C.K.  who  didn't  want  him. 

But  if  you  do  want  him.  and  I  am  sure  all  real 
true  Young  Missionaries  want  to  help  win  souls 
for  Christ,  just  fill  him  up  as  fast  as  you  can,  so 
that,  he  will  be  ready  to  travel  home  for  Christ- 
mas. 

Every  Y.M.C.K.  or,  in  fact,  any  girl  or  boy 
who  fills  up  a  Mite  Box,  and  sends  the  money  in 
by  Christmas  will  have  their  name  printed  on  our 
Honour  List  in  the  January  number  of  THE 
FIELD  AT  HOME,  and  they  will  also  receive  a 
little  picture  as  a  token  of  gratitude  from  the 
Captain. 

So  hurry  up,  Young  Missionaries,  and  see  what 
you  can  do.  Remember  it  is  for  Christ  the  King 
you  are  doing  it. 

Mr.  Mitey  Mitebox  is  coming  to  town. 
Meet,  him  with  a  smile,  and  not  a  frown. 
Give  him  a  nickle,  a  quarter,  a  dime. 
And  send  him  home  full  for  Christmas  time. 


THE  GOOD  WE  DO  TO-DAY  BECOMES  THE  HAPPINESS  OF  TO-MOHKOW  . 


i 


HERE  IS  YOUR  OPPORTUNITY  FOR 
BETTER  ACQUAINTANCE 

WITH  THE 


Illustrated  Lectures 

Describing  the  Missionary  W  or\  of  the 
Sisters  of  Service  throughout  Canada 
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